Google 



This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 




600069472Y 







—Railways, postages— in * word, all the numerous facilities of tto 
age—have almost annihilated distance, and, as a natural result, 
caused an individual trade between country customers and London 
establishments. Those who do not visit town, to as to select sad 
purchase directly, send for patterns from which they can give &efr 
orders* But as all apparent advantages on is* one hand have more 
or less their corresponding drawbacks, so this system is not without 
its bane. Pushing tradesmen make a market by offering goods at 
lower rates than they can possibly be sold at to realise a fair profit. 
The bait traps the unreflective, and the result is that the receipts en 
masse are not equal to the tempting samples. There is no new inven- 
tion in this ; it has been practised in wholesale merchandise and by 
candidates for contracts, as the proverb hath it, since there were hills 
and valleys. But we grieve to add it is sometimes resorted to by 
those whom one would credit for more integrity* Ladies* therefore, 
need exercise caution, and place confidence only in houses of old* 
established fame, for rapidly-made businesses are not generally reli- 
able. And to what does this assertion amount more than to the fact 
that nothing great oan be effected not only without labour but with- 
out time, and that Borne was not built, as the old saying says, in A 
day P Messrs. Jay, of Begent-street, whose name is well known 
amongst the few on the list of bond fide establishments in the metro- 
polis, have adopted a plan for assisting country ladies in choosing 
for themselves London fashions and fabrics. And their customers may 
rest assured that they will thus be enabled to obtain goods of every 
quality, both low and high priced, at the most reasonable t eiiuii ' 
that is, the terms of small profits for quick returns— and that' they 
may firmly rely upon the thoroughly corresponding character of 
samples and supplies.— JYom the Cimrt Journal. 
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CHAPTER I. 
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ULYMOUNT. 



Son di lor vero ombrif eri p: 



Danti. 



11 Life is a vision shadowy of death." 

OOLIBEDOI. 



The London season had just begun, and the me- 
tropolis was never more crowded with the wor- 
shippers of wealth and pleasure, than when Lady 
De Burg's equipage made its way through the 
busy streets, passed the outskirts of the city, and 
stopped at the door of an aristocratic-looking 
residence, so elegant in its architectural details, 
so beautifully situated in well«planted grounds, 
as to form a striking contrast with adjacent man- 
sions, which, despite* their grandeur, looked some- 
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what vulgarly ostentatious as compared with 
Lilymount, our visitor's place of call, which united 
an appearance of refined taste with considerable 
magnificence of exterior. 

The lady who was the occupant of the vehicle, 
after allowing her restive Arabs to paw the 
ground and toss about their proud heads, took a 
lap-dog tenderly in her arms, and awaited the 
return of the footman, who had flown up the steps 
as swiftly as a bird. In a second more he stood 
at the carriage door* teaching his hat* while an- 
nouncing the interesting tidings that "Mrs. 
Werter wad at home ;" so the lady gathered her 
poodle to her bosom, spread out her silken robe, 
and sailed gracefelly iiifo her brother^ mansion. 

As there are lights And shades to £Very picture, 
bo there are lights ami shades to eVely individual 
character. Countess tte Btflg itas gettttally 
known as a cold and Arrogant woman of the world, 
selfish in her affections, tod nartow-hiinded in 
her prejudices } but that wfes the outside, for the 
inner life was trtie, toYing and gentle, gVeftMnk* 
ing charitably of humanity, while sharing a leitgfr- 
hearted benevolent With fihctte Who revived the 
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gifts in secret. She was the lady bountiful of the 
poor, and few were the wiser of it. 

There was a wistful, yearning expression in her 
feoe as she ascended the staircase of Colonel 
Werter's mansion, an expression that invited 
love, asked for sympathy, and assured one of a 
heart little appreciated, although fall of good and 
womanly sentiments. 

Married early, she had bestowed the first ■ 

fresh love of her heart on a titled rou6, who 
deserted her for an intriguing rival, severing 
at length every tie of that holy bond whioh 
is the decree of Heaven for man's happi- 
ness, leaving her beautiful and still youthful, but 
old in sorrow, embarrassed with wealth, weary of 

* 

society, and feeling nothing but the broken life 
within. Thus the Countess De Burg lived cm 
1 from year to year, desolate and unloved, learning, 
at last to transfer her affections to her little niece 
Lily, hor brother's only child, and the idol of his 
home. It was for this child she paused and 
looked wistfully around as she ascended the stair- 
case. 
The apartment into which she entered was one 

b 2 1 
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of quiet elegance, for all that wealth could lavish 
or art supply was tempered with a simplicity of 
taste that exceeded the costliness of all around. 
Even a casual observer could not fail to detect 
that a mind of no common order had suggested 
the choice of every article and colour. 

' Florence Werter was seated on a low ottoman 
near the embrasure of a window which looked out 
upon the lawn, when the voice of her sister-in- 
law fell cheerfully upon her ear ; then she arose 
to welcome her with evident pleasure. 

It had been a mystery to many why the proud 
young heiress, Florence Avery, had given herself 
to a middle-aged widower ; yet, as it was clear to 
all that she tenderly loved her husband, curiosity 
appeared satisfied. The truth was that the fair 
girl had married Colonel Werter in preference to 
younger, but less refined men, who crowded round 
her father's dinner table, and spoke of horses, dice, 
billiards, cards, &c, subjects which she detested, 
and from which she turned with a sense of relief 
to the more intellectual converse of the elegant 
Colonel, whose courtesy withheld him from broach- 
ing such subjects in a lady's presence. 
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George Werter had first married at the early 
age of nineteen, and lost his wife twelve months 
subsequently, who left behind her an infant, 
Louisa. This was the only inconvenience attend- 
ing the lady's death, for it had been a onion 
arranged by the families of both parties, and in 
which inclination or affection had nothing what- 
ever to do. The gay young officer never regretted 
her loss, particularly as she left a large share of 
worldly possessions to fill in the blank. 

It was not until his daughter was grown to 
womanhood, and he had obtained the rank of 
Colonel, that George first saw and loved Florence 
Avery. But, deeming his suit hopeless, it was long 
before he dared to lay his proposals before her ; 
and the joyful surprise of her acceptance was only 
equal to his vexation at the reception his bride 
met with from his daughter Louisa, who, regarding 
her stepmother as little better than a child, 
severely censured her father on the folly of his 
choice. However, Florence, soon asserting her 
wifely dignity, came to a better understanding 
with Miss Werter, while the latter learned to 
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acknowledge the superiority of her father's wife 
over every other woman she had ever known. 

But there was always one source of bitterness, 
that Louisa could neither conquer nor subdue — it 
was jealousy. She could not tolerate the admira- 
tion that Florence excited, while she found her- 
self neglected ; neither could she bear to see her 
the belle of every ball-room, because her own beauty 
attracted less attention. She did not regret the 
birth of another daughter to her father, because 
she hoped the new tie would bind Florence more 
frequently to her own hearth ; and her expecta- 
tions were more than realized when the object of 
her envy, suddenly declaring a distaste to society, 
entirely refused to leave the peaceful pleasures of 
her own home ; this unexpected withdrawal of its 
brightest ornament, supplied food for fashionable 
curiosity, and many idle tales were circulated 
respecting the secret motive of Florence for such 
retirement, as she had never assigned a reason 
for so acting, but merely pleaded to her husband 
a weariness of such pleasure. Colonel Werter 
would have wished it otherwise, for he was any- 
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thing bat of a jealous disposition, and the admire 
tion his wife attracted only added to his pride in 
her. Still, this beautiful being— who was the 
delight of the male sex, and whose fascinations 
were the envy of her own—teemed to prefer the 
quiet happiness of her home circle to the adula- 
tion that surrounded her in society. 

This was a matter of regret to the companions of 
her husband, particularly as when invited by him 
to his sumptuous dinners, the courteous hostess, 
with all her efforts to be cheerful, would fall at 
times into a pensive abstraction, which lent a 
sadness to the violet eyes that they did not like tp 
look upon. Her manner, too— which had ever been 
as gay and warm as the sun — seemed now to en- 
case itself within a bar of ice, even to her oldest 
friends, among whom were those who had mis* 
taken the innocence of her heart for frivolity of 
conduct, and who were fully satisfied with her 
new dignity and reserve. 

To none«~-except to her own family — did she 
cast aside the coldness that seemed to congeal 
her very lifeblood ; and on them, when no other 
eyes could witness, like a stream impeded in its 
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natural course by a granite rock, she poured her 
warm nature in a perfect flood of affection. 

It was with keen, though hidden grief, that 
Florence first found in the husband, on whom she 
leaned with the respect and confidence of a true 
wife, an inveterate and an incurable gambler* It 
was little wonder that she shunned the brilliant 
throng where she could not keep her idol from 
tottering on the pedestal where her loving heart 
had placed it ; little wonder the sensitive bride 
should sink from witnessing the loved one's 
weakness. Yet, this sorrow was so carefully 
locked in her own bosom, that no living soul 
could guess her secret or his guilt, for Colonel 
Werter was a man respected by every class, and 
looked upon as one who could n?ver place his 
family in jeopardy by extravagance or any other 
blameable conduct of his own. Society regarded 
* him as wealthy, and when astonished at the 
largeness of his losses at the gaming table, 
believed he could afford the, expense of such 
recreation. 

Curiosity had given place to indifference on 
the matter of Mrs. Werter' s withdrawal from the 
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scenes of her many triumphs, daring which time 
two other household ties were born, when an 
unusually pressing invitation to an unusually 
fashionable assembly again called the former 
feeling into play, and sent the game of specula- 
tion on the whirl once more, which brought Lady 
de Burg unexpectedly into her brother's drawing- 
room. 

There was a marked difference in the appear- 
ance of Florence Werter and her ladyship as they 
sat together in familiar converse. The latter was 
somewhat robust, as became her age, with a frank 
and cordial countenance, lips that loved to 
wreath themselves in smiles— whether to expose 
the fine teeth, or to light up the kind eyes, was 
best known to herself; at all events, the smile 
was becoming, and added a beauty even to the 
grey hair that frisked itself in coy little curls 
above her brow. 

The open, good temper of Lady de Burg 
was reflected in a milder form on the. girlish 
face of her sister-in-law, the touching ten- 
derness of which made the varying colour on 
her cheeks pass in roseate hues over features not, 

B 5 
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perhaps, faultless, bat bo loveable that one could 
trace there alone the index of a pare heart and 
lofty mind There was an air of nobleness about 
Mrs. Werter, the true gentlewoman so plainly 
stamped on her graceful form, that one instinc- 
tively felt respect blended with their admiration 
while gazing on so much loveliness. 

Her eyes were of the deepest violet, fringed with 
lashes darker than her hair, which was of the warm 
tint that artists love to paint — it was brown — but 
of so light a shade, that when a sunbeam played 
upon it one would fancy it to be threads of the 
finest gold. It was worn in plain braids, but the 
silky mass that rippled round the small head 
could not hide its beauty, however simply ar- 
ranged. Her usual morning dress was either black 
or purple silk, which admirably suited the bril- 
liancy of her complexion. 

It was little wonder Florence discarded jewels, 
for they were not needed on those round arms 
with skin as soft as satin, or on the small hands 
with taper fingers that drooped like snowflakes 
in the folds of her silken robe. Nature had made 
her beyond the power of art to beautify. 
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« Glad to see yon looking so well and busy, too, 
Florence, my dear/' was the Countess's remark, 
as she looked admiringly on her brother's wife. 
"Always useful, always good; bat where are the 
boys and my sweet little Lily? out amusing them- 
selves I suppose ; and George, is he not at home 
either ? 1 thought to have found him here to 
settle about this famous ball of Lord Aubery'e, 
for I know the Colonel's will is yours, and had he 
been present yesterday you would soarcely have 
been so dbstinate in rejecting the invitation after 
my exerting every entreaty to the contrary." 

The lady was interrupted in her chatter by the 
entrance of a girl apparently little more than 
nineteen summers, who, having taken the hand of 
the Countess as coldly as it was presented, seated 
herself stiffly apart, 'and gazed listlessly out of 
the window — it was Louisa Werter, the step- 
daughter of the lovely woman whom she called 
her mother* 

Miss Werter was beautiful, if a face as colour- 
less and almost as still as marble could be so 
called ; for no emotion of the heart betrayed itself 
upon those classic features. Her black hair 
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exhibited a striking contrast to her skin, which 
was fair, even to a fault, giving an idea of extreme 
delicacy which did not exist : although so young 
she was as calm, ladylike, and self-possessed, as 
one who had been mixing with the world for as 
many years as her whole life had numbered. 

Louisa had never missed a mother's care, for her 
grand-parents had effectually supplied that place ; 
but her nature had formed itself upon the icy 
mould of the one that she had lost, and often 
recalled the image of his first wife to the warm- 
hearted soldier. 

"I have been again urging Florence to grace 
Lord Aubery's rooms with her presence," said 
the Countess, addressing her niece, "she has 
shut herself from the world too frequently of late, 
which is to be regretted, considering that she has 
only just attained the age when most ladies begin 
to think seriously of matrimony." 

" Mrs. Werter seems to have taken a distaste to 
all such pleasures, and is the best judge of her 
own feelings," answered Louisa. 

" Yes, I am aware," said her ladyship, stiffly, 
for there was something in the girl's character 
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that grated against her own, and always made 
her uncomfortable in her presence. So, partly to 
change the subject, she again enquired if her 
brother were at home, and as she asked the 
question perceived for the first time an unwonted 
pallor on the face of her sister, who answered 
confusedly that she did not think her husband 
could reach Lilymount until evening, and then 
turning to Louisa, said— 

" Where is our Lily, Louisa dear ? please try to 
find her in some of her favourite haunts." The 
girl rose calmly, and slightly inclining her head, 
left the apartment 

"My dear, is there anything wrong ?" questioned 
her ladyship, when her niece had disappeared. 

" Yes," replied Mrs. Werter, " I fear there is 
much wrong, you are his sister, and to none other 
could I speak so freely— George, as you know, in 
everything else both good and noble, allows a 
thoughtless extravagance to be his bane— I fear 
it has now brought us to the verge of ruin — 
heaven help us if what I dread be true/' 

" But what is it you dread, Mory, love ? surely 
you can trust me." 
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" I know I can, but there are some things 
which we dare not trust our own hearts/' Florence 
paused, while a crimson glow suffused her face, 
then added nervously, " I often think that some 
unforeseen calamity will occur to drive us from 
Lilymount ; this fear has haunted me until it has 
become almost a kind of certainty. Oh I how I 
should grieve to part with this dear old home, 
whence I have watched my parents go forth to 
their last long resting-place; here my children 
breathed into my soul a mother's love, and here I 
bare been so happy — eo very happy, until lately. 4 * 

" Child, child, what a strange fancy to take into 
that little head of yours. Lilymount is a part of 
your own marriage settlement, and I suppose no 
cme has power to touch an acre of it, but you are 
nervous, yon remain too much shut up, you do not 
gp enough into society, you want change of scene 
— wbare can George be. I wish to see him very 
much, just to assure him that my purse is his." 

" fie has not been here since morning, and I 
know not when to expect lum." 

" Well," remarked the elderly lady, speaking 
to herself rather than to her companion. " Well, 



LOVE OB HATRED. 15 

I think this is very extraordinary conduct— I 
always knew George to be extravagant, blindly 
so ; perhaps he builds his hopes on my fortune ; 
but no, the poor fellow was never mercenary, 
better if he were so; then he is sure of Lily being 
my heiress, that has long been a settled affair 
between us, for the Earl shall never handle a gold 
piece, or the value of a gold piece that once 
belonged to his discarded wife." 

Florence had remained in deep reverie during 
her companion's extempore thoughts, and as she 
raised her head to speak a footstep fell upon the 
gravelled walk before the window, she turned 
quickly, started, and grew paler ; it was not the 
form of her husband that met her eye, and yet 
the young wife trembled so perceptibly that the 
sharp gaze of her sister-in-law was attracted to- 
wards the spot. 

"Oh!" exclaimed ber ladyship, smiling and 
nodding in a friendly manner, " it is Mr. Fiteroy, 
and ycm are as widte as a ghost Florry, while I 
am charmed at the opportunity of having a little 
conversation with this most irresistible of gentle- 
men. Listen— ha 1 lie knocks." 
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CHAPTER IL 



THE UNKNOWN. 



» This— this is she— 
To whom our viewB and wishes tend, 
Here our solemn search hath end," 



Miltoh. 



Mb. Fitzroy entered, bowing gracefully, and was 
received cordially by the Countess, but by Mrs. 
Werter with the calm dignity of a queen. 

The new comer, who did not look more than 
thirty years of age, was rather above the medium 
stature, dark and handsome, with regular features 
and a manner gay and apparently as artless as a 
child; but when he smiled a sinister expression 
lurked about the thin lips of the well cut mouth, 
w fcich gave an unpleasant caste to a face not 
otherwise impaired by the overpowering light of 
piercing black eyes, which seemed to mock you 
^ith their beauty. 

In attire he was always scrupulously neat, it 
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was invariably of the finest cloth, relieved only 
by a massive guard chain and a costly diamond 
sparkling on his finger; in short, Mr. Fitzroy 
was wonderfully handsome, strangely fascinating, 
and fatally attractive. 

" This is indeed a pleasure," began the cour- 
teous gentleman. "Your ladyship has of late 
been cruel in denying our gay world the happi- 
ness of your presence ; but I trust you go to 
Lord Aubery's ?" 

"Yes," returned the gratified lady, "and I 
shall see you there of course, for what assembly 
would be complete without you 9 I have been 
scolding Mrs. Werter, who is determined not to 
gratify the fashionable world at present with an- 
other glimpse of that fair face which it has 
always so well appreciated." 

The young man glanced at that fair face, but 
it was cold as an icicle. 

" Do entreat her to accompany me," continued 
her ladyship ; " you, who are so old a friend may 
have more persuasive influence than L" 

" If your ladyship has failed I dare not hope 
for success," returned Fitzroy. 
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Again the sharp eras were no the l :J face, bat 
it tH unpenetrable ae before. 

"Saucy girl," laughed the Countess, fondly 
stroking the golden locks of 3fa. Werter; 
« sancy, provoking girl, for remaining deaf to my 
pleading. I mod to ridicule George',, chad-like 
bride for the only fault she could be charged 
with, that of being too young ; bnt new, although 
knowing her many virtue,, I condemn her for her 
OH fhahioned adherence to the fcneM duties of a 
-A. She should not be forgetful of the chums 
of .ocicty, which ,tany period conl .1 not afford 
to 1„ M S o bright an ornament, therefor* a.eet 
"to,, I do moat severe], „. „ . 

We propenaitie^ and beg J00 ^ mm 

Here the lady pa lled „„ fee, „ rm the Zu et 
™» the sphere to which yon e,er^ 
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lustre. Yet, la t me think; ishereallyanoldfriead? 
About four years, scarcely four years you have 
known each other, which is long enough to en- 
title him to a vote in anything for your amuse- 
ment, sach as this ball for instance; but not 
long enough to cement that truth to friendship, 
which enables it to stand all tests." 

"But, madam," answered Fitzroy, "friend- 
ship, like love, takes no note of time ; each is 
independent of every rule ; one moment has more 
fatal power over some hearts than an age in 
others ; one glance from the eye of a stranger 
may possess more fascination than that which we 
know to be filled with our own image in the most 
faithful devotion ; one careless smile from an in- 
different person may possess more magic than all 
the spells that true affection ever wove on grati- 
tude. I have been unfortunate in both love and 
friendship, strange as the admission may seem 
here." 

" Impossible," involuntarily escaped the lips of 
Lady De Burg, as she contemplated the handsome 
and now saddened countenance before her. 

" Yea," he continued, not noticing the slight in- 
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terruption ; " Mrs, Werter and I have known one 
another about four years. It was at a fancy fair 
in Dover that I first had the pleasure of meeting 
Colonel Werter, for whom I have ever since felt 
the deepest regard," 

" A fancy fair at Dover/ 9 repeated Lady De 
Burg. " You were not there alone, for if I mis- 
take not, I have heard Mrs. Werter mention a 
sister who then accompanied you." 

" Yes/ 9 said Florence, breaking in upon the 
conversation, which had until now been carried on 
between her guests. "Yes, Mr. Fitzroy was 
accompanied by his sister, who was the most 
beautiful being I ever beheld ; and had you seen 
her, Letty, you would have been of the same 
opinion. Yet it was not only the extreme loveli- 
ness of her person that I so admired, but the 
deep confiding affection revealed in her expressive 
eyes each time they were lifted to her brother's 
face, — the pure soul that looked from out them 
and the evident unconsciousness of her own 
beauty. Surely Mr. Fitzroy must be blessed in 
such a relative." 

"Yes, I was so for a while/ 9 he returned; 
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" for, as yon are aware, she has since forgotten 
me in the more promising-love of a kind husband 
--she is married and lives abroad, as I have before 
explained." 

"Strange that in those four years she and 
Mrs. Werter have never once met, although your 
intimacy at Lilymount should have warranted it/ 9 
remarked her ladyship. 

t€ She left this country soon after my acquaint- 
ance with this family, and there has never been 
an opportunity for an introduction." 

" Is she likely soon to return?" demanded Lady 
De Burg. 

" No ; nor have I heard news of her for some 
time, which gives me much concern. I feel sure 
that your ladyship can sympathise with my 
sorrow, and respect the feelings of a brother who 
is most anxious for an only sister's fate." 

He rose as he spoke, and, bending over the prof- 
fered hand of the elder lady, murmured, " Fare- 
well, kind friend, the time may come when you 
shall see Eleanor ;" then turning to Mrs. Werter, 
who inclined her head coldly, added, "and you, 
the respected wife of my most valued friend, have 
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done me honour in the interest you hare taken in 
her welfere. Good day— both." 

* How interesting," remarked Lady De Burg, 
as the door closed behind him, " how affectionate 
in a man like him, spoiled as he well may be by 
an admiring world, to feel such a true attachment 
towards his sister, for you know, my dear, that 
men are not the domestic animals we are."* 

c< True," Teplied Mrs. "Werter, as she thought 
of her husband, " too true, indeed ; but, Letty 
dear,. could you bat once have looked upon that 
Bister's face, you would not wonder that she 
should create a lasting love in a brother's heart, 
when in mine it has made an impression that 
those four years have been powerless to efface, I 
know not, I cannot explain to myself the reason 
of my being so interested in tie fate of that 
young girl. I have frequently urged Mr. Fitzroy 
to introduce us, but he has always continued to 
waive the imbject. Still, if she be married and 
abroad, as he says, of course we could not have 
met, and most Hfcely never shall.™ 

" If I" repeated her sister-in-law. a Wly do 
you use a word whidh Implies a doubt V 9 
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- " Because I do not think she is either married 
or abroad, and I fancy there is some mysteiy 
attached to that same Eleanor.'* 

"Perhaps some family disagreement)" mg- 
gested Lady De Burg, rising to depart $ "a 
tender subject* with most people, and I wottld 
therefore advise yon not to bore your husband** 
friends about tie interesting stnuiger, for it il 
evident the topic is disagreeable to him ;•— he is a 
most charming, most fascinating individual, and 
I envy you the happiness of his freqmnt tiffin* 
panionship. Surely be is the most agreeable 
time-slayer I hare ever met ; but) my dear Flo* 
ranee, your reception of him was very bwribte-* 
quite inhospitable— *aad were I fee, I should have 
been mortally offended* I shall rail te*nraw*, 
when I trust to find you laughing at the ueron** 
ness of to-day. I fear your liver is affeoiei*-* 
consult Dr. Ormond, good old man ; but where is 
the truant Lily ? I suppose at the lake, feeding 
her swans, or gathering wild flowers to place in 
her mother's bosom. Remember, I shall be here 
in the morning to relieve George from his pecu- 
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niaiy difficulties ; in the meantime cheer up— 
and now adieu." 

As her sister-in-law spoke, the young wife 
crept closer to her, and had Letitia De Burg 
been gifted with more perception, she would have 
seen an expression on that ever expressive face 
which could have been construed into no other 
words than these—" May I reveal one horrible 
truth; 99 but the Countess, unable to read it, flut- 
tered out of the room, and Florence moved back 
to the window, shuddering in the summer heat. 

Had Florence Werter been less pre-occupied by 
her own thoughts, she could not have failed to 
notice that from the other side of the apartment 
a head had been continually thrust through a 
half-opened door, and two dark eyes had been 
glaring at her as she thus sat trembling at the 
window. 
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CHAPTER HI. 



SYMPATHY. 



" Oh ! wherefore should ill erer flow from ill, 
And pain, still keener pain for erer breed P" 

BULLET. 



Eably next morning the Countess read a few par- 
ticulars of her brother's threatened downfall in a 
letter from himself. Confessing his blind folly 
and fatal propensity to gambling, and thanking 
her for her proffered assistance, it seemed the 
confession of a proud spirit, stung with remorse 
at its own weakness ; and the lady, who had a 
real affection for her brother, drove to Lilymount 
without any unnecessary delay. She was Ml of 
anticipations of a scene of sorrow and distress, 
but no such scene presented itself, for Colonel 
Werter advanced to meet her with a cloudless 
brow, evidently regretting the contrition of the 
morning. 

vol. i. o 
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" It was but a false alarm, Letty," he said, 
gaily, " and as ladies do not care to be bored with 
business matters, it is enough to tell you that I 
am set up afresh in the Wcrtd, and trust in future 
to be a better man." 

The bewildered lady 'toned from him to his 
wife, but Mrs. Werter, who it was easy to discover 
had been weeping, cast dtWfc net eyefc, while a 
decfp blush suffused her features. 

" Florence knows nothing about it," continued 
the Colonel ,• '" is tohe not It wWrtato aft Wefl as 
yotLrtetf, and cares 'm^ for her touifoand's b«pf>i- 
^nefis than to be trofMng herself with what 'toes 
tiot concern herf* 

" Ohl Gedrge,^ Mid iFlorebfee, f " fld6 i* to ttti- 
like you, who trsed to ttftske mt the confidant '<tf 
your heart ; but now—tot ntf*^' 

Anfl again the tearfc btfrsfc for tib. !Efe lb<*fcd 
irresolute and perplexed ; thefh taking" his hit, 
prepared 'to leave the robtti, but patisltfg ;£t the 
door, returned tod tefcfced her. 

H Horry,* he nmrmurefl, " tfdrglve tffe if I seem 
tmfcind, for I ton ttlnidrit mad.* 

The next moment he was gone. 
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"Shameful," cried the Countess De Batg, in- 
cBgitantly. i$ I call this barbarity ; a husband 
who ought to share his secrets with his wife, 
shrouding them up in myatery ; and she the very 
beet wife in *fl the world. Oh I it is horribly 
augTateful oonduct; but Florence, do you not 
suspect something, dear? I flunk you said you 
<iid so yesterday.* 

" Suspect I" she repeated. u Heaven help me, 
perhaps X suspect too much." 

" But tell me what you do suspect ?" 

^ No, I dare not. I— I— oh ! perhaps it is not 
so after all. Pray do not question me further. I 
am his wife, mud even you could never wring 
from my lips what ho would never have them 
otter. ' 

"Very correct and wife-like, my dear/' re* 
marked her ladyship, u but exceedingly foolish. 
Well) I declare there are some very extraordinary 
people in the world, JSTow here are yon in wi* 
dent distress, but what that distress is yen will 
not tell me, though I have come here to offer yon 
one half my fcrtaae, or mere if that will alleviate 
it" 

o 2 
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" Dear Letty, pray forgive me. I would be 
more communicative if I dared, bat I cannot— can- 
not do it." 

u More mysterious and more incoherent than 
ever/' resumed the Countess, looking almost with 
anger on the grief she was forbid to share. 
" What if Mr, Fitzroy— why how you start, child! 
and now your tears might be dried by the vivid 
fire on your cheeks. Surely there. is no name 
that should so affect the wife of George Werter 
except his own. Ob I Florence, how unkind of 
me to say that. My poor young thing, lay your 
head upon my bosom thus, and leave your secret 
in a heart that will never betray you." 

" Oh l" exclaimed Mrs. Werter, u I entreat you 
not to ask me to do that, it is too late ; God help 
me, it is too late." 

Every trace of the fashionable lady melted from 
the loving woman, who now pressed her quivering 
lips to the pure brow of her brother's wife. 

" Florence/' she whispered, " I feel you trust 
me, and I trust you. Preserve your secret ; I 
know it is nothing that affects the honour of the 
most honourable of men, your husband. I would 
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like to share your sorrow, if not that secret, 
which, I need not assure yon, would be as safe 
in my keeping as in yours. Ton are very young 
and very lovely ; you have been surrounded by 
adulation in every circle at home and abroad. Do 
not tremble so, my child, but keep your head thus 
upon my bosom, and believe that on a truer one 
it never rested. Now, Flo, I will never speak of 
this again, neither am I offended at your reserve. 
I know you to be a true and loving wife. I see 
you are unhappy, and without seeking to know 
further its cause, be assured now, and as long as 
her life shall last, of the entire sympathy of Letty 
De Burg." 

"You have ever been most kind," returned 
Florence, " and now, my dear, dear sister, I see 
you forgive a reserve that could not have existed 
between us if what you seek to know affected me 
alone." 

As the Countess De Burg passed out to her 
carriage, she was met in the hall by one of her 
sister-in-law's maids, and something in the girl's 
face struck her so forcibly that she retraced her 
steps to the drawing-room. 
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* My dear/ 1 she whispered, in answer to the 
questioning look of Florence, " 1 oame bade to 
tell you that I do not like your maid." 

"Not like Harriet; and why, Letty? She is 
a good servant, and gives much satisfaction. 1 ' 

" Nevertheless," persisted the Countess, " I do 
not Hkfe her. She has been listening at the door 
all the time we have been speaking.* 9 

" She could have no motive in doing so, neither 
oould she have heard a syllable of what passed." 

" She has been with you a good while, I be* 
lieve." 

" Yes, for years ; her poor mother gave her 
into my charge shortly before she died, and I 
have been careful of her ever since." 

" You spoil her with kindness, I fear. She is 
a handsome girl, and from her manner of dress 
it is evident she is a vain one too. However, I 
suppose that is a natural consequence, and she 
only follows the example of her betters. I will 
forgive her finery, but even forgiving that, I do 
not like her." 

Florence laughed outright at the emphasis with 
which the Countess repeated, for the third time, 
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those* four words ; and he* ladyship joining in 
the merriment against herself, sought her eau*. 
riage, end when sh* lounged baok in ka luxation* 
cushion*, forgot tint snob a person aa Harriet 
Thomson encumbered th* earth with her good or 
e*d passions. 

Colonel Wester had refaaed all assistance* from 
his sister^ aad declared m the samo breath that 
he was " set up afresh in the world* 9 The 
Countess knew that being set up afresh meant 
that he had received a sum of money from soma 
quarto wnknown. Certainty from no otito 
member of their femily, for there- waa nonet, 
From whence then did it some? This we# % 
question that Bloreaoo Werter also fM*t to he* 
own heart ; and she shuddered at its answer foF 
the dark memory of a pleading love grew from 
the shadows off the past to haunt her with 9 oold 
and thrilling terror. 

Feeling hurt and offended at what seemed to 
be her brother's want of confidence in her, tb# 
Qountesa De Burg ruminated on his strange coor 
duet j annoying and perplexing herself the more sh* 
thought about it until abe reached her* own heme. 
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The Countess, childless, and unhappy in her 
marriage, shared her affections between her 
brother, his wife, and their eldest child, Lily, who 
was accustomed to reside for months together in 
the stately mansion of her relative, much to the 
little girl's chagrin, for she loved her mother 
and home too well to like the change. But then 
her aunt was wealthy and had no heir, so the 
Colonel's wisdom overruled the child's dislike. 

Grateful for her timely kindness, George Werter 
had sent Lily, who always acted as a peacemaker, 
to her aunt's before the week was over, on one 
of those visits which constituted the greatest 
pleasure in the life of that lonely woman, who, 
worldly minded as she appeared to those who did 
not look below the surface, possessed many noble 
traits of character, which developed themselves 
to the greatest advantage when least expected. 

The day of Lily's arrival at Castlepark was one 
of as much bustle and excitement as if the little 
maiden had been a full-grown princess ; indeed, 
we doubt if the latter could have so effectually 
brightened the gloomy mansion as the tiny being 
who tripped so gaily along its lonely passages, 
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singing as blithely as a bird, and delighting the 
host of domestics with her childish prattle. 

Lily Werter possessed a charm that won a corner 
in every heart which came within her influence— 
the charm of a good and loving nature — while 
her manner acted as a spell which enchained the 
affections and gave a lasting effect to the first 
favourable impression produced by her beauty. 

Mr. Fitzroy's acquaintance at Lilymount as- 
sumed a more intimate form from the day on 
which Countess De Burg met him in Mrs. Wer- 
ter's drawing-room. He was regarded by the 
strangers who saw him in the family circle as an 
old and devoted friend ; for he who advised so 
wisely, admonished so openly, and condemned so 
gently those faults to which the Colonel was 
still addicted, could scarcely be considered in any 
other light. 

With most of the other members of the 
family Mr. Fitzroy was an open favourite ; to the 
frank and generous boys, Charley and Bamber, 
on whom he lavished the most expensive toys, 
he was a very prince. The cold Louisa was more 
friendly to him than to any other of her father's 

o 5 
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guests; but Lily and the dogs could not be 
coaxed or bribed to like bis handsome counte- 
nance, and they avoided him as though he was 

an ogre. 

And was Colonel Werter converted ? Alas, 
no I From the moment when he once more re- 
turned to his old habits and the occupations to 
which he had been so long accustomed, he went 
on from day to day in the same dark and 
dangerous path, completely regardless of the 
warning already received, until his mad progress 
was for a time arrested by severe illness. Ko 
sooner, however, had he grown better than he 
returned to his old haunts, but again was stricken 
and lying on a couch, was only at intervals able to 
have a game of whist or roulette with some of his 
good-natured companions, who came to enliven the 
tedium of his position ; but a companion of those 
games Mr. Fitzroy was never known to be, gravely 
condemning their ruining extravagance. 

^nd thus lily continued at her aunt's, who 
gladly would have adopted flie little girl, bo* 
Mr£- Werter eeuld not bear to part from her 
&y«?arite child— the gentle plant that seemed to 
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root itself within her very soul, and oyer which 
she watched with love and joy, for every moment 
of that short life revealed some new trait of a 
fresh and noble mind, like an opening bad dis- 
closing various tints of deeper beauty the more 
its leaves expanded. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



THE LADY AND THE CHILD. 
" She wu a phantom of delight." 

' WOHDSWOETH, 

"Thought* of my youth, your gay viaioni are flown." 

Tuoksr. 

It was one of those cold evenings in autumn when 
we love to have the curtains drawn to gather round 
the cheerful fire, chatting cosily with those who 
form our household circle, and to feel our comfort 
enhanced by hearing the chilly blast without ; that 
the Countes DeBurg, wrapped in a crimson shawl, 
sank upon a soft couch opposite the full light of 
the brilliant blaze, and shivered nervously as the 
wind moaned and whistled against the window. 

She did not remain in this position long, for the 
rustling of the stormy blast seemed to make her at 
least uncomfortable, and, after looking round the 
apartment, as though missing something, she 



LOVE OB HATRED. 37 

rang a silver bell that stood upon the table, and 
when the servant appeared asked "Where is Miss 
Lily ?" but before the spruce footman could open 
his lips a sweet voice answered, " Here, aunt," 
and the little girl, who had been looking wist- 
fully out upon the gathering twilight, parted the 
heavy folds of the velvet curtains, and advanoed 
timidly to the lady's side. 

What was there about this child to claim 
protection from almost all who knew her, or to 
win a place in the heart of the disappointed woman 
with whom she now resided ? 

Six years had not yet passed over that 
silken head of sunny hair, and yet upon that 
broad brow, and within the large eyes, there 
lay a depth of thoughtfulness far beyond her age; 
even the domestics of Countess Do Burg felt 
something of this, for, when by a childish freak 
she would at any time annoy them, one glance 
upon the repentant face sufficed to curb the 
angry words upon their lips. 

Lily was indeed the living miniature of her beau- 
tiful mother, but softer and more refined in the 
outlines of each feature. Her hair was of a brighter 
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auburn, and the violet eyes fringed with their 
golden curtain, were deeper with their expression 
of mystic power, like eyes that saw what few 
mortals dreamed of; eyes that penetrated the blue 
sky to take their depth from visions there revealed ; 
eyes often frank, innocent, or arch, like a sweet 
feiry's fnll of fan and frolic, and sometime* 
drooped sadly, as though they would screen the 
varying feelings of her heart 

" How cold you are, child," said her aunt, touch* 
lag one of the little fingers that rested on her 
lap. " See, dear, you have left a slit open in the 
curtains, and I like not the prospect without 
There, that will do. Now tell me why you have 
■noh a fancy for that miserable twilight, which 
always is so drear and lonely to me/ 9 

* I do not know, aunt," answered Lily, " Yet 
I like to see the shadows gathering upon the sky, 
and then I love the stars always, they look like 
loving eyes into mine, and sometimes they twinkle 
as brightly as if they wene pfayiqg hide and go 
seek, flftd look eo foaoy whea they dip behind a 
etoud *ftd pass <wt aa quickly j but it was not 
exactly this that kept me at tka window just new, 
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for I was weloeming every star that came upon 
the sky, feeling that as each one appeared, night 
was growing later, and the time was drawing 
nearer fbr mamma to come for her little Lily! and 
to-morrow she will be here. Oh, I shall go to 
bed and sleep the night away, and then the morn- 
ing will bring her with it. I shall be so glad." 
And the child flung her arms about the stately 
lady's neck, and kissed her trembling lips. 

The childless wife gazed upon the gentle being 
beside her, until her sight was dim with tears. 
f< Alas," she thought, €i what would I not give 
fbr such a love as lives in this child's bosom ? 
Florence, if there be aught on earth I envy, it is 
your possession of the treasures so deeply buried 
in this little heart Lily," she said aloud, "i 
love you as if you wqre my own ohild, and yet 
you care no more for me than you do about your 
maid.*' 

« Oh, aunt,* she replied, while the tone of her 
voice conveyed all themeaning that her lips would 
utter, *< You know I only like Ellen, but you who 
are s* kind and good, I do love you dearly/' 

"Yet you are new happy here, where the 
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most part of your time is spent, and which should 
be more your home than Lilymount— but now I 
am unreasonable, and yon are a good girl to love 
your parents best of all, pray Heaven that they 
be worthy of it— would that I could be content 
with the little share of affection allotted to my 
existence, but it is very hard to steel the heart 
and live within oneself. Lily, do you know what 
it means to live within yourself P " 

" I do not, aunty, but I should think it is some- 
thing not right, because you shudder when you 
speak of it.'" 

€i I am foolish to speak of it to you, poor babe, 
but alas ! I have no one else to talk to, and when 
you are away I am very, very lonely. Lily, it is a 
good thing to be self-reliant, which means to be 
so strong, proud, and independent that you do not 
care about the world or anybody in it" 
. " Mamma told me," remarked the girl, " that 
not to care for others is to be selfish, and I like to 
love, for it makes me happy." 

" It may well do so, darling," answered the 
lady, " because all love you in return. May you 
never know the sorrow of a slighted affection, or 
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learn to say that love can make yon miserable* 
They tell me that I am envied for my wealth and 
position, but no one knows the little comfort 
either brings me* I trust, lily, you will be 
happier with it, for you know you are to be my 
heiress; that is a settled thing between your 
papa and myself. What a pity I cannot 
enjoy the disappointment of the Earl when he 
finds that my possessions will not come to him 
at my death. I could almost laugh in my grave 
at it ; but take a seat, child, for you do not un- 
derstand what I am talking about. Please hand 
me that book, dear, and do not make a noise 
while I read." 

The next moment the Countess was buried in 
the last novel, while lily crept gently to a little 
kitten that lay upon the rug, which, purring and 
pleased, nestled itself in her arms and fell asleep. 

The child, accustomed as she was to obey, felt 
to-night so restless that it was impossible to re- 
main long quiet, and listened anxiously for the 
clock to strike the hour when she might retire, 
but never did its unsympathising pendulum tick 
so slowly. 



4B LOT* OB HA1UD. 

a J than gee nMOim& to-morrow," waft the* coo 
thought that entered her loving mind, for Counteaa 
De Burg had reoeived a letter on the previoua 
day, stating that a* the Colonel's health waft 
rapidly improving, Mm. Werter could go herself 
to take Lily home, after a visit which had been 
one of an unusual length, owing to theprotraofceck 
illness of her father. 

It was little wonder that lily Werter should 
he discontented with a residence at her aunt's, 
who, although Hving in the same luxury to which 
■he was aocustomed in, her lather's home, was yet 
ao comparatively cold to her that she could not 
but miss the tender affection of her parents, and 
the merry companionship of her little brothers. 
She also missed Lonisa, whom she admired as a 
sculptor admires a masterpiece of art. 

Countess De Burg, in following the bent of he* 
own pleasures, forgot that Lily could not partici- 
pate in them ; so the child wandered at will, some-* 
times about the old mansion like a hajunted spirit, 
fri others through the sequestered grounds like a 
fevn in quest of a spring, returning to the house 
so pale and listless that the domestics in pity for 
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Iter loneliness, strove to amuse her witk some 
merry game or fairy tale. So for the most part 
she wa0 allowed to indulge in thoughts and fancies 
that should not have intruded themselves into a 
so young. 

Indulging in the joyful anticipation of a happy 
meeting with her mother on the ensuing morning, 
Lily fell asleep, and awoke not until the faint 
autumnal sun was shining on her couch, then 
leaping on the carpet, she leaned over her maid > 
who slept in the same apartment, and burst into 
a merry laugh fbr the purpose of awakening her. 

* Up so early, Miss Lily/* said Ellen, *' why, 
it can't be more than seven o'clock. Mercy me I 
I forgot And there is the sun so bright Ah I 
you will be leaving us to-day, and it will be dull 
enough for me then." But seeing the little 
maiden's happy countenance, she seemed to oatch 
the contagion of her cheerfulness, for jumping 
upon the ground she caught her in her arms and 
whirled her round and round, while Lily, laugh- 
ing and shouting, disentangled herself from her 
hands, but stopping suddenly, placed her finger 
upon her lip and listened breathlessly. Hearing 
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the tramp of horse's feet upon the lawn, the maid 
followed the direction of the child's gaze, and 
recognizing one of Colonel Werter's servants 
riding in haste and with an anxious brow, she 
caaght her charge to her bosom, exclaiming, "Oh, 
fear not, my darling, all is well." Bat with a 
sadden breath, as though she had not drawn one 
for the last five minutes, Lily bounded from her, 
and harrying on her dress, rushed into the break* 
fast parlour where Lady De Burg stood with an 
open letter in her hand, " She will not come* 
She cannot come," faltered the child, fighting 
with her emotion, as she sank upon a stool at the 
lady's feet 

"Not to day, love," answered her aunt, "because 
your father hasgot a sudden relapse, butis expected 
soon again to rally ; so keep a good heart, my 
child, for you will see your parents in a day or 
two. Now be quick and dress, as breakfast is 
waiting, and I purpose taking you in the carriage 
to Beechgrove, to see your little friend Julia 
Armsby." 

Lily Werter retired in silence to her chamber, 
and after a very few minutes sat down with her 
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aunt to their solitary meal; but she rose from the 
table leaving it untasted, and in an hour more they 
were on their way to visit one who was her only 
youthful companion for short intervals during her 
residence with the Countess De Burg. 
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OHAPTEB V. 



THE GENTLEMAN USURER. 



" ...... Satan was the firet 

That praotiaed falsehood, under saintly show, 
Deep malice to oonoeal, oonohed with revenge." 

Milton. 



Mb. Fitzroy's residence was one of the most ele- 
gant dwelling-housesinGrosvenor-square. Wealth 
was not lavished but well spent upon the splendour 
of its several suites of apartments, and every article 
of furniture, from the couch to the minutest rari- 
ties of veriUy was in keeping with the splendour of 
a prince, and a very prince was the owner of such 
magnificence in all that pertained to himself. Could 
the ceilings be hung with diamonds, the floors 
covered with gold, and such to be the fashion of 
the day, Mr. Fitzroy would have had them so. 

There were few peers of the realm, few mem- 
bers of parliament, few of England's aristocracy, 
who had not'seen or heard of the costliness of 
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if*. Fiteioy's bachelor home 4 but maqy aitere ef 
an humbler elms looked upon its mamUeu 
splendour with a quickened poise, a rioting heart, 
mA a weary looking baric *pon the past in the 
Yttin regret «f misspent yeanl ; bat for these 
la*t named individuals Mr. Fitaroy should haw 
(been e&ntent to set his haadseme pevson in a less 
«peniive social frame* On them he had tail* 
Olid fortune, for the owner of the beat «etaUi*k- 
Went in Grosvenor Sqma&e was a usurer. 

A veiled figure hiul4]ftted<atout the precincts of 
Sfa\ Rtoey's house, almost at the same jswfcient 
that Cotentess De Bocg and her mece were on 
Ifoefriray to BeeofagroTO, looking as if it feared 
yet longed to approach nearer but at length 
HMUmnondBg courage it appcoaehed the <doer, 
knocked gently, and disappeared within. 

* lb. Fitnroy is in, madta*" said the ibotaan, 
*ho answered -the sutatnons of the cleabaud veiL 
■" H<e is in the library, and «&peots yob*" 

" Expects ffle," immidty zfepeated 4&e muffled 
>%nQ»$ ^ rarely fbo a domestic he drtre not — " 

The thought was cut short by the opening >ef 
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the library door, and Mr. Fitzroy, taking the 
trembling hand in his, said blandly— 

« At last" 

Then signing the servant to withdraw he shut 
the door ; bat John Gorman was a man of enquir- 
ing mind, and kept a close ear to the keyhole, yet 
though he pressed it as closely as if it were an 
acoustic machine, he could only hear a voice 
whose tones struck a chord in his memory, and 
observed that his master stood at a respectful 



distance from the figure which had thrown off its 
muffling, and though its back was towards the 
door his inquisitive eye soon recognised it. 

" Ha ! Mistress Harriet Thompson,*' muttered 
John. "I wager a bottle of master's best 
sherry that Mrs. Werter knows nothing of this 
visit" 

Fearing to be caught eavesdropping, and hav- 
ing seen enough to gratify his curiosity, he sought 
those regions to which he was most accustomed, 
and startled the handsome housemaid by an- 
nouncing the terrible fact that "women are 
deceivers ever." 
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The girl stared at the footman, whom she had 
regarded as her suitor for the last three years, not 
with astonishment, for she was accustomed to 
such outbreaks, but with indignation ; then plac- 
ing her arms akimbo commanded him to " ex- 
plain." 

" Ye are all deceivers/' answered John, in a 
surly tone ; " even her above there, who looks so 
good and handsome. She thought I didn't know 
her, but I am no weasel to be caught asleep with 
its eyes open." 

" Shame upon you, John," said the angry girl, 
" to reflect thus upon your betters ; but who is 
the person with master ? You won't tell, won't 
you? Well, then I'll see for myself. " 

She darted from the kitchen as she spoke, but 
hearing the footstep of Mr. Fitzroy, who, having 
bade adieu to the mantled figure, was advancing 
to open the door with the ceremoniousness of a 
Chesterfield, she drew noiselessly backward, but 
not before she had got a peep into the library, 
which was enough to show her master's counten- 
ance glowing with an expression foreign to it 

It was a curious mixture of fear, hope, and 

VOL. I. d 
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And being almost as necessary to his employer as 
his right hand he of coarse accompanied him ; 
indeed, Mr. Fitzroy could do little without the 
assistance of this dependant, except plot and 
scheme, the secrets of which were carefully kept 
within his own breast, not to moulder or be for- 
gotten, bnt to bide their time to be used as ne- 
cessity or interest dictated. 

John had come into Fitzroy's service as an 
errand boy, which he thought more respectable 
than the plough, about three years previously, 
increasing in wages and esteem until he found 
himself in his present high position, which was 
at once a useful instrument, and what the valet 
little dreamed of, a suspected enemy. 

After turning and winding down a hundred 
streets they drove at last towards the suburbs, 
stopping at the door of a beautiful villa, where 
Mr. Fitzroy requested an interview with the 
proprietor. Following the person who answered 
his summons along a garden which was evidently 
cultivated by a person of taste, he was met at the 
door by a gentleman, on whose face intelligence 
And benevolence were strongly marked, and who 
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by a dash of the gravy spoon across his best 
livery. 

" The man is mad t" screamed the housemaid. 

" If bo, his madness has method in it," said 
the cook. "He is not the first, however, who 
took that liberty." 

u Oh, of that I have not the least doubt in the 
world," replied the housemaid. 

John, who had escaped from the lower regions 
after committing the depredations on Nelly's 
dignity as quickly as he could, smoothed his 
countenance, and answered his master's sum- 
mons. 

u I require the carriage in haste, John," said 
the usurer, blandly addressing his servant, who 
withdrew to execute the request rather than the 
command, for Mr. Fitzroy , who was never known 
to be angry, was always gentle and even courteous 
to his domestics, who looked upon him as the 
handsomest and most accomplished gentleman in 
the world. Voltaire was in error when Jie de- 
clared so sweepingly that no man is a hero to his 
valet de ckambre. 

John Gorman was the gentleman's gentleman. 

d 2 
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The doctor finished the last sentence while 
keeping his eyes fixed sharply on the other's 
face. 

"I am an old friend of Colonel Werter's," 
answered Mr. Fitzroy, without apparently no- 
ticing any change in the physician's manner; 
" and surely it is not to be wondered at if his 
family be somewhat dear to me. In fact, I am 
extremely anxious about him, and should have 
been greatly obliged for any information you 
could have given me, which, as I see you are not 
inclined to do, I shall intrude no longer." 

He arose, bowed, and left the apartment ; the 
physician, moving towards the window to gaie 
after the retreating figure as it glided quietly 
down the garden, murmured— 

" Now heaven grant my poor Mends are not in 
the power of that man." 

Mr. Fitzroy stepped leisurely into his chariot, 
giving further directions ; on receiving which 
John resumed his seat, and the well-conditioned 
horses cantered back to the city until they 
stopped at a chemist's, where the rich man 
alighted, and entering the establishment shook 
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bands graciously with a person, evidently a gentle- 
man, who sat at a desk behind the counter, then 
beckoned him into a little back room which served 
as a surgery. 

""Well, Noreott," he said, "have you any 
news— strange or homely ?" 

u I have good news— good at least for you," 
replied the sagacious pestle and mortar ; " bat to 
me, it is the death of ell that my miserable soul 
had ever longed for— peace ; however, it cannot 
be undone. And now detain me here no longer 
since you understand me." 

Mr. Norcott paced the room thoughtfully as be 
watched Fitrroy's carriage drive from the door ; 
then clasping his hands, he exclaimed, bitterly— 

" Why do I hate that man — is it because he is a 
deeper villain than myself, or that some great 
difference in the nature of each creates this 
strange antipathy in me, for I feel as if an un- 
seen power were goading me on to his and my 
own destruction." 

Frederick Norcott was silent for a moment, 
then added more bitterly than before— 

41 1 was poor, very poor, when he met me 
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on the bridge beneath the wintry sky— al- 
most without a shelter to lay my head on ; 
perhaps be fancied that I contemplated suicide, 
looking as I did then into the dark waters, but 
such a thought was farthest from my mind — at 
least at that moment, for I was quietly forming a 
plan of honest livelihood for her sake. Oh! 
how I hated him the moment he accosted me, 
and how much deeper grew the feeling, even after 
he showered wealth upon me, until at last he 
knew that he had won me over to his fell 
design. Some instinct in my nature must have 
recoiled from his. Oh ! would to heaven I had 
obeyed the impulse, and fled from him as from an 
evil spirit ; but it matters little now. You will 
want no more, my Ella, and I shall never again 
behold your wan face lifted up to mine in piteous 
hunger. No, no, my girl, you shall have plenty — 
he has bestowed wealth upon me. Gold, bright 
glittering gold that makes all things beautiful 
before it" 

The chemist stamped his foot impatiently, as 
he asked himself — 

" What is Colonel Werteris death, — what 
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Fitzroy's, — what a hundred such as they, if you 
be spared to place your grey head upon my 
shoulder, and lift your young face to mine in 
sweet affection I I, who loved you in all your 
beauty, — who love you still so dearly. Great 
heaven, why cannot I cast away this yoke when 
every thought of hers is bound to another, and he 
a most unworthy object. Oh, Ella ! Ella ! I bless 
you still, but fain would curse and hate you." 

" What am I now," he added, after pausing to 
study his appearance in a mirror above the 
chimney slab. " What am I now, a miserable 
chemist's assistant — true ; no longer poor, al- 
though almost a menial. Yet I was once a gentle- 
man. Oh ! Ella, you have helped me to my fate : 
yet no, it was all mine own fault — mine alone 
who squandered what should have made you 
happy. Happy ! she seems as far from it as ever, 
and all the riches in the universe would not 
content her without Edmond Fairfield ; however, 
I have one comfort, which is to have saved poor 
Hatty." 

Frederick Noreott, as he thus muttered, looked 
old and blast ; yet thirty years had not passed 

D 5 
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oyer his head. Bat those, whose life is more of 
winter than summer, more of clouds than sun- 
shins, may well look old in youth. 

Wiping the moisture from his brow, he hastily 
snatched a goblet that stood upon the table, and 
throwing away the crystal water with which it 
was filled, poured into its stead a stronger 
beverage, and drained it at a draught; then, 
smiling bitterly, he resumed his customary occu- 
pation, to all appearance a steady, trustworthy, 
man of business. 
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CHAPTER VL 



CONTRASTS. 



* 1 will assemble my children, even to the stammering UttU 
gm&dohild round about me."— Palik on. 



Julia Armsbt was the only child of wealthy and 
aristocratic parents. She was about the age of 
lily Werter, bat the contrast between those two 
children would have been painful, even to a 
str&nger. Lily was bright, beautiful, and intel- 
ligent Julia gloomy, plain, and sickly ; but it 
was more than ill health, stamped as it was on 
every feature of the young countenance, that 
struck the beholder with a sudden sadness ; it 
was the vacant expression of the face, telling but 
too plainly that Julia Armsby would be a lunatic 
or an idiot. Alas ! how much sorrow and despair 
live in the sound of these dreadful words. Yet 
lily loved her all the better for her helplessness, 
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and the few hours allotted to her society were as 
happy as kind sympathy could make them. 

The young invalid was surrounded by untiring 
affection. Her mother, who was the youngest of 
three sisters, was not fonder of the poor child 
than the elder of the maiden aunts ; while by her 
father she was beloved with a mild and sorrowful 
attachment. He took pleasure in surrounding 
her with all things fair and beautiful, anticipating 
every wish and gratifying every whim, regardless 
of 'expense and trouble ; indeed it was almost 
impossible not to love the helpless being who was 
all gentleness, kindness and affection, with her 
pets — even with a vicious monkey that was the 
terror of the household. Julia was a favourite, 
and the large blood-hound that prowled about 
the grounds at night, and snapped at the hands 
that fed him, was quiet and tame with her. 

Lady De Burg and Mrs. Armsby had been 
schoolfellows, and ever afterwards continued 
friends, and when Mrs. Armsby had given birth 
to a daughter it was a matter of rejoicing almost 
to the one as to the other ; but when time had 
proved the delicate infant to be such as we have 
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described her, it was the mother's heart alone that 
felt the intensity of the grief, and the bitterness 
of that disappointment 

On Mrs. Armsby's marriage, her sisters, loving 
her most tenderly, had positively refused to part 
from her ; so Mr. Armsby, instead of carrying off 
a blooming bride, as was his intention, to travel 
on the Continent, had to take up his abode with 
the t€ Ladies," for so they were designated by 
the tenantry, to distinguish the two elder sisters 
from the youngest, who might have been the 
offspring of either, from the great difference in 
their ages. 

Mr. Armsby, at first believing that such an 
arrangement would eventually be disagreeable to 
all parties, was happily mistaken, as he never 
had reason to repent it, for the maidens, vieing 
in their devotion with the bride, did their utmost 
to twist him into a very coxcomb, and might 
have succeeded but for the love he bore his young 
and handsome wife, who engrossed his thoughts 
so completely that the arts of the fascinating 
spinsters were ineffectually exercised. 

A visit from Lady De Burg was always a 
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delightful event to the Armsby's, and when 
lily's smiling face was seen from the carriage 
window, with every trace of the morning's disap- 
pointment gone from it, there was quite a com- 
motion at Beech Grove* 

Her ladyship took a sure method of dispelling 
her niece's sadness. For once with Julia she 
forgot for the time her father's illness and her 
mother's non-arrival. 

Pitiable as was the contrast between the chil- 
dren it was laughable in " the Ladies." 

Bosebud (for she would not allow herself fe> 
be called by any other name) was the younger, 
and of so petit a figure that she almost resembled 
a good-steed doll, from which part of the stuffing 
liad been removed. She was spare, flat, and of 
so low a stature that had she been seen in the 
streets of London, ox any other place, she would 
have been escorted by a crowd of ragamuffins. 

Her face was scarcely larger than an infant's, 
and the dark curls that floated about her ruddy 
cheeks well nigh covered their surface. Bosebud 
scorned to wear any kind of head gear excepting 
a scarlet or purple rosette, which, perched on the 
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top of her tiny head and arranged in moat complete 
negligi, could not be suspected of being a da vice 
to prevent the luxuriant hair from turning 
crooked on its snowy scalp. Sweet Rosebud was 
decorated with all the artifice of a fashionable 
dressmaker, and waited, bat not patiently, for 
some kindred soul to place so rare and extra- 
ordinary a flower within 'the sunshine of the by* 
meoaeal garden* She was all Animation and live- 
liness, so much so that no one could think that 
a heart as young as hers appeared to be, could 
beat within a bosom that had lived for fifty 
years, and which, from its abundant affection, 
had been in love aa many times. 

The elder lady, whose pleasure it was to be 
called by the unromantic and unsensational title of 
" Granny" by the family, and Mistress Lucinda 
Maria Augusta de Armaby, by strangers, was 
an aznazon. Although her own name was Arm- 
strong, she had a fancy for her brother-in-law^ 
to which she sometimes used the Norman prefix 
by way of adding to its dignity ; but this aJso 
wa* to strangers, and as we ate on familiar terms 
with the dear old lady, we shall generally give 
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her the appellation she prefers ; and, for her sake, 
do likewise to her juvenile sister. 

Mistress Lucinda Maria Augusta thought 
herself an adept in the German tongue, yet 
never displayed her powers except in the 
hearing of those who knew nothing about 
it; in fact Mistress Lucinda Maria Augusta 
did what half the world is doing etery day — 
throwing dust into other people's eyes, and mysti- 
fying the mental visions of inexperienced persons 
around her, who consequently looked upon her as 
an oracle, when in fact she was only a silly old 
lady with one of the best hearts in the world, and 
of an imposing appearance— for the €i Granny " 
was of a stately stature, which, perhaps, helped 
her out with what she would have everyone 
believe. 

She was nearly six feet high, fat, jolly, 
and of so kind a disposition, that she was a 
favourite with everyone. Even the domestics, 
from whom she exacted as much respect and 
ceremony as if she were a queen, would rather 
execute her commands than the wheedling re- 
quest of the Rosebud, who was more laughed at 
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for her frivolity than the former for her pride, 
which, although generally unbending, could melt 
beneath the influence of a pleading word or look. 

Even young hearts might love to gaze upon the 
11 Granny " in her sweet decline of years, with 
her grey hair neatly arranged beneath a cap of 
snowy whiteness, which, without ribbon or orna- 
ment, suited well a face still bearing the remains 
of comeliness. Her eyes, still bright and laugh- 
ing, were of as deep a blue as when they shot 
their arrows through many a gallant breast— for 
this lady might have been a wife a dozen times 
at least, but that she had only once met with one 
to whom she could give her entire affections, 
owing, perhaps, to her standard of perfection 
being too high for the opposite sex ; and so she 
remained a cheerful and contented maiden, pro* 
moting the happiness of all who came within her 
reach, and true to her heart's first affection, from 
which her own peculiarity had, in a measure, 
parted her. 

Lady De Burg greeted this lady with some 
show of affection, mingled with respect, and was 
resuming her seat, when the tiny figure of Rose- 
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bud developed itself from the deep folds of the 
amazon's dress, and stood laughing and simper* 
ing before the slightly startled visitor. This 
trick the little creature had a fancy for practising) 
as she thought it displayed, to great advantage, 
the airy archness on which she piqued herself. 

" I trust you are going to Lord Annally's ball," 
said Rosebud, adjusting her peach blossom robe, 
and raising one jewelled hand to her silken curls, 
" Oh ! it will be so delightful, and Captain 
Somers is invited. I have purchased such a love 
of a dress. Oh I the richest and most beautiful 
material in the world; it will suit my style 
exactly. Granny, I shall show it to Lady De 
Borg." 

And away tripped the poppet, laughing and 
nodding to its heart's content. 

" Sweet girl," murmured the Granny, as she 
gazed after the retreating figure of her sister. 

The dress was produced and admired, and lun- 
cheon spread and partaken of, when Lady de 
Burg, turning to Mrs. Armsby, said— 

" Bnt, my dear, you have not promised to allow 
me to take Julia home. Fray do, it will be 
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good for all parties, and, moat of ail, for her, will 
h not, Julia »" 

The bhildreo, who had been sitting together, 
jumped up at ther words ; and Lily made Julia 
comprehend, in a moment* what was going on. 

Surely there is an instinctive freemasonry 
belonging to childhood, for Julia, with her 
usually pale face flushing, gazed beseechingly at 
her mother, who never jet resisted that mute 
appeal. 

" You would like it, darling ?" " Should you 
like it, love ?" was asked on all sides ; but the 
child had now turned away and forgotten all 
about it When, however, she saw Lily pointing 
to the carriage, and resuming her hat, she cried, 
sadly— 

« Will they not let me go too ?" 

Then the Granny, taking her in her arms, car- 
ried her upstairs as if she were an infant ; packed 
up a small basket of clothing, and dressed her, 
for no menial was ever allowed to do the slightest 
service for Mrs. Armsby's child. It was a plea- 
sure to do those offices of the heart, which could 
not be spared to the hand of a stranger. 
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After an affectionate farewell, and Julia having 
been kissed until her white lips grew red from 
the caresses they received, the party drove home- 
wards, Lily all the way holding the idiot's thin 
fingers within her own, and alighted more con- 
tent and happy than when she had set out 
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CHAPTEB VII. 



A MY8TBBY. 



* • I have brought 
An opiate here, from mine own doctor." 

Bin Jokbon's Yolpohi. 



Colonel Wekteb contined in a precarious state 
for several days, and was even now bat slowly, 
and as it seemed with great uncertainty, re- 
covering. 

Dr. Ormond, who had been unwearying in his 
attendance, was anxious to get him as far as 
Castle park, believing that the cheerful society of 
his sister would be beneficial, and still spoke 
hopefully of his patient, as no organic disease 
could be discovered. 

Those who had previously seen the noble form 
and manly brow of the courteous gentleman, the 
martial bearing and careless smile of the dauntless 
soldier, could hardly recognize them in the white 
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emaciated thing that now stretched itself upon 
a bed of sickness. The haughty mein, the 
flash of the defiant eye and curve of the short lip 
were gone, or only now reflected upon the hearts 
of those who loved him. 

The gentle wife, to whom he had once been as 
the light of an otherwise monotonous existence, 
remembered what he had "been but too vividly, 
for the change uk>w apparent to all in the beloved 
one, cast its shadow on her soul, and each one in 
that silent household watched duly every turn or 
footstep in the sick room, toemMiag between 
hope trad fear. 

What a helpless looking creature is the 
strongest man and the stoutest hearted when 
prostrate on the couch from which it is impas- 
sibleto judge that he shall ever Tiae again with 
life ; and it is while ministering by that ©audi, 
alleviating its ills, that woman reigns supreme, 
she, who before had been the weaker and more 
helpless, becomes the stronger, through her un- 
flinching will and faithful affections. 

Poet of immortal memory, thoo who bast 
found thy way to every corner of the human 
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breast, surely thou must have felt the charm of 
woman's hand upon thy racking brow, else thou 
couldst scarcely delineate so truly in thy soul— 
awakening strain the power she possesses— 

" Oh! woman in our hours of ewe, 
Uncertain, oqy, and hard to please. 
When pain and sickness rack the brow, 
A ministering angel thou-" 

Thus it was with Florence Werter, and never 
before had she been so beloved by him whom ike 
now sought to sooth ; she looked very lovely while 
creeping about the darkened chamber wilth her 
brown hair parted on her fair forehead and 
twisted in massive ooils about her head, her violet 
eyes beaming with tenderness and anxiety ; even 
the neat chintz dress fastened round her deader 
waist by a sash of the same material, and the 
small linen collar held by a large cameo, suited 
her beauty better than the richest silk or rarest 
jewels she had ever worn. Though always a ball- 
room belle, not from her own seeking but fnom 
the fascination she possessed over the opposite 
eex, it was in the darkened chamber of her stricken 
husband, smoothing the piliows and fanning his 
hot cheek, that she looked most lowly, 
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the strength of the wife's love and the unfathom- 
able depth of a woman's heart. 

She was seated on a chair by his bed, holding 
the thin hand in hers and murmuring words that 
fell like balm on the weak ear, when a low knock 
came to the door, and Louisa said uneasily as 
she entered, " Here is Mr. Fitzroy." 

Scarcely had the young girl repeated the name 
when its owner appeared. 

" I knew you would not deny me admittance," 
he said, in subdued accents. " Well, friend ; I 
trust you are improved ; but I see the change 
myself, why you will be up in a day or two." 

The Colonel smiled faintly, and turning to his 
wife, who had grown as white as death on the 
entrance of him, who at such a time might have 
been considered as an intruder, asked, " Would 
you pardon me, my love, and leave us a short 
time alone." 

Florence rose, and looking at Mr. Fitzroy, 
answered impressively — 

"I am sure, sir, when you understand that 
my husband must be kept not only quiet, but free 
from the slightest agitation, you will use dis- 
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cretdon and kindness ; " she bowed sadly and was 
gone. 

To avoid even her children's presence, the poor 
mother crept to her own chamber, bolted the 
door, and paced it in violent emotion. 

"Oh!" she exclaimed, " heaven spare my 
husband, for what is the loss of a home, even of 
Lilymount, to the dread of losing him— does he 
trust his false friend ? Could he suspect the cause 
of my feelings towards Fitzroy, and yet encourage 
him to this house ? God help me. I am beset 
on every side, afraid to tell him what should never 
have been kept secret. Afraid, I am haunted by 
a fear that I cannot put into any tangible form 
even to my own heart ; still it is there, cold and 
miserable, ever investing the image of Fitzroy 
with a vague horror that makes my existence a 
burden hard to bear." 

She clenched her hands, and then flung herself 
on her knees and prayed ; when she arose, she 
was calm, and determination was stamped on 
every feature. , 

Hearing a footstep descending from the sick 

vol. i. s 
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room, she -crossed its path, and Mr. Fitzroy fok 
/ lowed her into the library. 

She turned and looked him steadfastly in the 
eyes, in, as it were, to his very soul, but spoke not 
a word. He strove to return the gaze, bolt it was 
impossible, for his bold eyes drooped, and the 
strong man quailed before the helpless woman. It 
was but for a moment, then ha said*-* 

" In what have I merited your displeasure ? Jbr 
displeased you seem to be. I, who am a friend 
to your husband, and who now rejoioe to see him 
on the road to speedy recovery. I who, to know 
you happy, would sacrifice the very life that flows 
within my veins, and who, to gain-*-" 

" Stop," she interrupted, with the angry blood 
mounting to her face, " I but wish to know the 
purport of your visit to Colonel Werter this mom* 
ing ; if you are so great a friend you will be kind 
and tell it me." 

" Nay, if a husband thinks fit to keep his secrets 
from his wife, it is not a stranger's office to ac- 
quaint her with them." 

" Certainly not * stranger's, but he who pro- 
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fosses to be a friend might do something for the 
sake of friendship." 

" Friendship," echoed the gentleman gravely, 
" is a term so hackneyed by the world that it is 
often misplaced." 

" I asked/ 9 said Mrs. Werter, u one who pro- 
fesses much to do a very little. He has reftised, 
and be it so ; were it not that I fear to agitate my 
husband, I should not have had cause to trouble 
yon thus far. Yon will now excuse me, I am hie 
mme, and cannot longer remain from my duty." 

She held her hand towards him with cold polite- 
ness, which he took and bowed over, remaining in 
deep thought like one rooted to the spot where she 
had left him, until with a sudden start he jrecol* 
leeted himself, and smiling sarcastically, left the 
room. There was a gleam in the masfr *ye* as 
he gazed in the direction she had taken, as if be 
could have withered and blasted what it rested on. 

We left lily and Julia alighting from the 

carriage, the former recovering somewhat from 

the disappointment of not seeing her mother, «aad 

glad in the companionship of her little friend. 

-On the second day <tf Julia Armaby's arrival, 

b 2 
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the children were seated, as was their wont after 
their early dinner, in a corner of the room whioh 
was strewn with toys, bnt which were now neg- 
lected for the playful gambols of the pet kitten. 
Countess De Burg, buried in her velvet cushions, 
and immersed in the latest novel, had just bade 
the children keep still, that she might not be 
disturbed, and the little ones afraid to laugh or 
chatter, soon grew weary of their subdued sport 
So Lily, leaning her head against a chair, fell 
asleep, while Julia, tired of watching her, looked 
round for some other occupation. She now sadly 
missed the loving hearts whose greatest happiness 

it was to contribute to her amusement; failing in 
her attempt to occupy herself with anything that 

was of interest to her wavering fancy, she was 

about to nestle herself beside Lily, when her eye 

was attracted towards a small packet that lay upon 

the table near the Countess, who, deep in her 

book, did not perceive the stealthy movements of 

the child, as she quietly secured the packet and 

seated herself upon the carpet to open it 

Wise men have said that curiosity is an innate 

feeling in the female mind, but I have seen very 
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little boys with much more of that commodity 
than the opposite sex. However, poor Julia 
opened the packet more for something to while 
away the stupid hours of her present position, 
than from any other impulse. She found it to 
contain a black mass, weighing about an ounce, 
and breaking a morsel off she crumbled it and 
stuffed it down the kitten's throat, chuckling 
merrily at the resistance of the little animal, but 
at last finding that the cat's palate did not appre- 
ciate the dose, she tried it hersel£ 

The hall clock had been silent since morning, 
and the Countess was not disturbed by the slightest 
sound, until a servant entered with some fruit, 
when she raised her head remarking " how fine," 
but again her eyes were on the pages, and again 
the outer world was forgotten. 

A second time she was interrupted, but it was 
by an exclamation of horror, in a voice so changed 
by sudden fright, that the lady could scarcely 
recognize it to belong to Ellen, who had entered 
the room unperceived, to take her little charges 
for a walk, and who, in dismay, called the lady 
from her dreams of fiction to a sad reality. 
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The maid stood with her hands uplifted, her 
eyes glittering and fixed upon the ground, with a 
face blanohed as white as marble. " Oh, heaven/ 9 
she exclaimed, " my lady, what have yon done." 

Countess De Burg, supporting her own trem- 
bling limbs against a chair, looked upon the table 
and then upon the carpet 

What a group was there, and what an awful 
warning I 

Lily still leaned with her head against the chair 
asleep, and with the flush of health upon her 
cheek ; a happy smile parting the red lips, and 
revealing the pearly teeth beneath; her thick 
carls tossed about her shoulders, and the little 
hands crossed and felling gently by her side. 
Nothing could be more softly sweet than the 
beautiful child ; but the delight that an artist 
might have felt in gazing on her would be lost in 
the horror of seeing the dreadful appearance of 
her unfortunate child friend, whose thin face and 
sickly features were so pinched and drawn, that 
they seemed to belong to a corpse ; the eyes were 
open, whose wild, dilated pupils but added to her 
miserable aspect, while the little kitten was 
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etretohed across her feet dead, and the open 
packet revealed its fete* 

Countess De Burg t» an opium eater, and the 
paper contained the dangerous drag* 

" Fly for the doctor, 91 she cried, the instant she 
could articulate, and the girl needing no second 
bidding, tottered bewildered from the room, for- 
tunately meeting the footman, who, without 
waiting to clearly understand more than that he 
should " fly for the doctor," sped away as fast as 
his feet could carry him, and bursting open the 
stable door mounted the first horse within reach, 
which happened to be a splendid hunter* and 
without saddle or bridle galloped away, to the 
astonishment of the stable boy, who gaped alter 
him with open month. 

His flight was accompanied by cur doga a&d 
ragged urchins, whose barking, laughing and 
screaming fairly set the horse and rider beside 
themselves ; the more the footmen tugged at the 
mane, the louder the animal snorted, and went 
the faster until, as they neared the village, John, 
Mr* Fiteroy's servant, contrived, with the aid of 
two or three companions, to bring Jerry's career 
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to a full stop, but were rewarded for their trouble 
by a loud curse. Jerry bidding them " be gone, 
and let him fly for the Doctor/' so without more 
ado he set his heels in the horse's flanks, and at a 
break-neck pace was off again, soon out-stripping 
the shouts and jeers of the merry villagers. 

"Ha! ha! ha!" chorused John, holding his 
sides, as he got a last glimpse of the pair. " Ha ! 
ha ! I have it, here mother Bridget is a job for 
you." He passed his hand over his features to 
calm them into repose ; and, with all the gravity 
of importance entered a neat cottage, accosting 
its proprietress, while taking her aside to 
whisper mysteriously into her ear, then added 
alond, €t You are wanted with all speed/' 

It was now the woman's turn to look important, 
who, smoothing down her check apron, examined 
a housewife she carried by her side, and bustled 
away to Castle Park. Not daring to knock, she 
merely rang the bell, and when it was answered, 
demanded from Ellen, in a low tone, " Which 
room, honey P" 

$i Which room?" repeated the astonished 
servant, " what room do you mean ?" 
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"Oh, you foolish innocent," cried Bridget, 
" why the room the lady's sick in, to be sure ; 
but get along, child, and I'll find it out myself, for 
I am used to it " She brushed past the astonished 
girl, who followed, declaring that there was no 
one sick in " that way," and entreating her to 
return. Having satisfied herself by peeping into 
every room in the house, Bridget confronted the 
maid, and asked " Where is she ? I tell you it's 
no mistake. You know nothing about such 
things ?" 

Then she bustled down the stairs again ; and, 
to the girl's consternation, entered the parlour 
where Lady De Burg was pacing about, wringing 
her hands, and weeping bitterly. 

" La, my Lady," said the woman, " la, don't 
take on so! 'twill be over soon with a little 
patience, dear. Where is the sweet lamb herself, 
it will do her no good to see you make such a fuss 
about it. Where is the sweet lady, m'am ?" 

€i There," said Lady De Burg, impatiently, 
" but what good can you do her ?" 

Bridget turned in the direction the lady had 
assigned, and, after a short glance round the 

b 5 
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room, and again on the conch where Julia lay 
still and motionless, then upon the lady in speech- 
less wonder* 

" There ?" she repeated, " that child is not the 
sick lady, she who was taken ill here, who is to 
become a mother;" and the village midwife, de- 
claiming angrily, joined the lady in her walk 
about the room. 

« Do hush, Bridget," cried Ellen, " don't you 
see it is a mistake ; don't annoy my lady, bat 
come with me, and tell me who it was that sent 
you here/' 

" Sent me," repeated Bridget, curbing her in- 
dignation until she was out of the lady's presence, 
" John Gorman, John the usurer, as the village 
people call him, because they never knew any 
good to come of an honest boy entering into such 
a service as he is in. And this proves it, to bring 
me here and make me the tool of his foolish 
tricks ; it is easy seen that his poor mother is 
cold in the churchyard now, and I should not 
wonder at her turning in her grave if she knew 
the conduct of her only son, who was the pride 
of Our village, until that smooth-faoed gentleman 
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took him from his honest plough, and made him 
almost is bad as himself/' 

''Do you know much about this master of 
John's, as you call him," asked the Countess, 
who bad oyer heard the eonversation, notwith- 
standing her terror %( Julia's position. 

"I know nothing good, my lady/' returned 
Bridget, " and they say it is best to be silent 
when one cannot speak the truth." 

" You need not fear to speak it now/' said har 
ladyship, " for as Colonel Werter's friend, which 
yon and ererybody else know him to be, it is not 
strange that I should wish to learn something 
more about him." 

" Ah I my lady," returned Bridget, "I am a 
poor woman depending upon the rich, and like 
not to meddle with my betters; but if you 
question Harriet Thompson, she will be a better 
authority." 

" Harriet Thompson ?" repeated the Countess, 
" Mrs. Werter's trusted maid. What can she 
know of him ? But here is Dr. Ormond at last." 

Bridget, dipping a low curtsey, made way for 
the renowned physician, who, aware that Countess 
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De Burg was an opium eater, saw at a glance 
what had occurred ; and, without delay, ad- 
ministered an antidote, using the necessary pre- 
cautions, gratified at last to see signs of 
returning animation in the little girl, who had so 
nearly fallen a victim to gross carelessness. 

" Where is mamma ? I want mamma," mur- 
mured Julia, looking vaguely about the apart- 
ment, and the Countess assuring her that she 
should soon see her mother, dispatched a mes- 
senger to Beechgrove. 

The divine hand is often stretched out with 
warnings hidden beneath trivial circumstances, 
which, our wilful blindness can neither see 
nor appreciate. It had come, in the death of 
Lily's pet kitten, to Countess De Burg, who, 
when the fright of Julia's danger had subsided, 
turned from it in complete forgetful ness. Weil, 
for her had it been otherwise. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



SISTERS. 



• \0 angels, clap your wings upon the skies, 
And give this virgin crystal plaudities 1" 

TOUBNBUB. 



Jebry's ride to Mrs. Armsby's was much more 
respectable for himself, and certainly more 
comfortable for his steed than what it had been 
to Dr. Ormond's ; still, the conscientious fellow 
galloped smartly along until he paused at the 
gate of Beechgrove ; and, on recognizing among 
the trees the floating robe of the blooming Rose- 
bud, he took off his hat, wiped his brow, smoothed 
his hair, and advanced in a gentlemanly canter to 
the lady's side. She turned, and a shade of dis- 
appointment came over her countenance, as she 
beheld the homely face of Jerry instead of the 
handsome one of the before mentioned Captain 
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Somers, who was expected to partake of their 
family dinner. 

€i Please, ma'am/' began Jerry, " it is only Miss 
Julia, Miss Julia that is peris— that is nearly, no, 
I mean was nearly— but that's all right now." 

" Is the creature mad," said Rosebud, " what 
can you mean. Is Miss Armsby ill, or has any- 
thing happened to her ?" 

" Did happen, ma'am, I mew Miss— but's 
not happening now— for it's all over." 

€t All over," repeated Rosebud, horrified. €i Is 
she dead then ?" 

" La, no, Miss ; but she just was. However, 
she's better now, and has asked to see the lady— 
her mother— «so I just thought I'd tell you first, 
miss, that she might understand it from yourself, 
and not be frightened/' 

"Something has happened to Miss Armsby. 
Jerry, what is it?" 

"No need to fear, miss, but jnst she was neat 
poisoned, somehow through mistake, you know." 

" Go to the servants' hall, while I acquaint 
Mrs. Armsby," said Rosebud, as soon as she could 
clearly comprehend the message of Jerry. 
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morrow, to-day, or this evening— or now — there 
is no hurry, my dear, but I thought you would 
fancy to go at once, so the carriage is at the door, 
and here are your bonnet and mantles ; but no 
need for hurry, no need at all." 

Miss Augusta spoke fast, equipping herself and 
her sister at the same time, and hastened to the 
carriage as though the heavy burden of years had 
never yet pressed upon her benevolent shoulders. 
So the sweet Rosebud was left to entertain the 
gallant captain; yet much as she enjoyed his 
society, her conscience reproached her with selfish- 
ness, and, instead of the flaunting butterfly, she 
became for once a silent, abstracted little woman. 
And Audley Somers never liked her half so well, 
for it must be confessed that Miss Augusta was 
his favourite. 

It was a long and silent drive to the Countess 
De Burg's — at least it was so to the anxious 
beings who looked from the carriage windows 
every five minutes, urging the servant to drive 
faster, or to see how much farther they were on 
their journey. 

When at last they alighted, the mother 
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pressed her child to her bosom with tears of 
silent gratitude, that fell upon the pale face of 
the happy Julia, and passed away in fervent 
prayer of thanks to heaven ; while the Countess 
shrank like a culprit from the severe eyes of Miss 
Augusta, who gave her a dignified lecture on her 
carelessness, and then kissed her in forgiveness, 
but avowing as she did so never again to trust 
her niece in her care. She was deaf to the en* 
treaties of the hostess to remain the night, and 
insisted on taking Julia home ; which was, how- 
ever, impossible, as Mr, Armsby, who, on hearing 
that Julia was ill, followed immediately, and 
entering when the discussion was at its height, 
overruled all objections by declaring the dews of 
evening were gathering too thickly to admit their 
return' on account of the invalid. 

Next morning, before Julia's departure, the 
children were amusing themselves in an arbour 
that Lily had decorated with tinted shells and 
moss, when a light footstep fell upon the gravel, 

and a shadow darkened the little nook; in 

--» 

another moment Lily was clasped in the arms of 
Louisa. 



©0 LOTS OR HATRED. 

*' My sister— -my dear Louisa," murmured the 
child, as she dung to the young girl, whose 
cheeks, glowing with an unwonted colour from 
the early exercise, looked truly lovely in her 
quiet smiling affection. 

"Papa, how is dear papa?" added Lily, 
anxiously. " And mother, she oould not come I 
see?" 

"One question at a time, sweet fairy," said 
Louisa. " Papa is better, and will be here to- 
morrow with your mamma ; the boys are gone to 
school again. So the dear old house will be shut 
tip for a time." 

" Why did not aunt tell me you were coming ?" 
said lily ; " it would have made me so happy/ 9 

"Because we were uncertain that Doctor 
Ormond would think papa fit to be moved— but 
he is better a great deal, and in this quiet, lonely 
place, please heaven, he will soon get strong 
again/' 

" Please heaven," repeated Lily, fervently ; 
then drawing Julia to Louisa, she bade her kiss 
her sister, but the child drew back, and the girl 
smiled, murmuring— 
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u Poor lily, if this be the only companion of 
your solitude, Julia is happy in comparison." 

Mrs. Armsby, who had always admired the 
stately Louisa, insisted on taking her to Beech* 
grove, which the girl secretly rejoiced at, as she 
never could overcome her dislike to her father's 
sister. She had never learned to sound the depths 
of her own heart, or she would have discovered 
that jealousy of the preference that lady felt for 
Lily, who was to be the heiress of her aunt, was 
the foundation of that dislike. 

Rosebud, who, indeed, had been in a state of 
despondency since the night before, greeted her 
niece with genuine joy and affection, declaring 
that Captain Somers would be enchanted at her 
good looks ; and she added, caressingly, " he 
will be here at luncheon to see you himself." 

Julia, who had always liked the lively young 
man, bounded into his arms the moment he made 
his appearance, and, snatching his hat from his 
handy leaped upon a chair, and popped it on the 
head of Louisa with a hearty laugh ; the girl 
blushed while taking it from her brow, and looked 
in wonder upon the being before her, for never 
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in her most romantic schooldays did such a vision 
start into her imagination. 

Alas ! Louisa, it is from this date, late though 
it be in your life, that childhood floated backward 
on the sea of time, because thou hast stepped into 
the new world that creates a woman from the 
child, and casts the die of her fate for good or 
evil. 

Will girlhood's sunny days be yet recalled 
with smiles, or tears ? and will the bright hopes 
be realised that now crown thy ftmcy with a 
wreath of bliss ? is the idol that thy heart has 
reared worthy of thy worship P thou hast long 
ago burst into a virgin beautiful and pure, but 
cold as the snowdrop that charms our senses with 
its beauty, while its essence cannot touch the 
soul, and from which we turn regretfully and 
disappointed to the genial cowslip growing wild 
in Nature's field. 

"That evening." Are not those two little 
words that form an epoch in the life of thousands, 
when, perhaps, the first soft tone of love has 
fallen upon the soul that long had thirsted for its 
happiness, creating a joy within our being un- 



LOVE OB HATBBD. 03 

known, unfelt before ; or when, perhaps, we had 
for ever parted from one loved long and tenderly, 
when, as years go by, the pulse of memory throbs 
quicker as we recall one face, one look, " one 
touch of a vanished hand, that all the tempest of 
regret could never efface from our hearts ? 

" That evening " was to Louisa not only the 
turning point of her destiny, but a pause upon 
the threshold of a thoughtless life: it quickened 
a heart that until then had slumbered in peace, 
for it was free from the woe or joy that ever fol- 
lows in the path of perhaps the most fervent 
passion of the human heart. She loved, and 
earth was painted in a new aspect, fairer and 
brighter than it had ever been before. 

It was October. Yet so balmy was the evening, 
that one could almost fancy the last days of 
September to have stretched themselves into the 
colder beginning of its sister month ; the leaves 
were falling, and earth , looked sad, despite the 
unusual warmth of the weather, and the happy 

V 

looks of the youthful pair who sauntered side by 
side through the sequestered garden of Beech- 
grove. 
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What has time to do with love or friend* 
ship P rarely anything t It took not long to paoe 
those narrow walks, for Audley to call a flower 
and place it in the hand of Louisa, for her to 
return blushingly the glance of his fine eyes, which 
shot a light into her soul that illumined the 
homely beds and gravelled walks until they 
glowed with the beauty and bloom of a second 
Eden; a thousand, a million other sweet and 
meaningless trifles crushed themselves into the 
space of that one evening never to be forgotten, 
or to fade from the heart of one, while to the 
other it was as a thing of nought, for the young 
soldier's admiration was alone excited by the 
beautiful face before him. 

But where was the unconscious Rosebud while 
all this was passing in the garden ? Kind soul, 
she was giving directions about tea, and consult- 
ing with the Granny to have the rarest dainties 
ready for the supper table. Bo when the twilight 
began to creep over the sky, and the air at length 
became chilly, she sought the garden, laughing 
in her innocent trust at Captain Somen's astonish- 
ment, on finding that the evening star had been 
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beaming on them both for the past quarter of an 
hour, unnoticed by either. 

When the trio went to the drawing-room, they 
foand Miss Augusta at the tea table, which was 
well stocked with Rosebud's best preserves, tarts, 
cream-cakes, fruit, and every delicacy to tempt the 
appetite ; but Audley and Miss Werter, perhaps, 
haying fed so freely on the Ambrosia of the (Sods, 
turned from Rosebud's dainties with abhorrence. 

The estate of Mr. Somers' adjoined that of 
Mrs. Armsby, to or from which, Audley generally 
fotmd a short path across the fields ; but thinking 
more of his father's comfort than his own 
pleasures, he invariably avoided late hours, 
knowing that two loving hearts awaited his 
return, and that he should be affectionately 
chided by his sister Betiie. That evening, how- 
ever, he lingered at Beedhgrove later than usual, 
and when the dock struck tie firat how alter 
midnight each laughed at the other's surprise to 
find the time had passed away so quickly* 

"How Retti© will scold," Baid the Captain, 
with mock gravity. 

" Which is another way for spoiling you," re* 
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turned the Granny, " for the silly girl does not 
believe you possess a fault, in which she is en- 
couraged by your father ; and patience help the 
lady who is unfortunate enough to become your 
wife, for if she does not go on with the same 
spoiling, you will become a very tyrant. " 

As Miss Arnisby spoke she tied a muffler of 
her own about his neck, setting his remonstrance 
at defiance, for which he punished the old lady 
in the same manner he ended his disputes with 
his sister — a kiss. 

" May heaven bless that lad," said the Granny, 
watching his retreating figure in the moonlight I 
for the " lad," a tall, thick-whiskered fellow 
of twenty-seven, was her especial favourite. 
Louisa's heart echoed the blessing, although her 
lips were silent when all others praised him. 

Morning dawned on the couch of Louisa, who 
still slumbered, while the flushed cheeks, the small 
mouth wreathed into tender smiles, and the fair 
countenance radiant with the happiness reflected 
from the heart, told that her dreams were joyous. 
Sleep on young dreamer, for the dark wing of 
sorrow is hovering, even now, above your head. 
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CHAPTER IX. 



THE OLD HOME. 



" Forlorn ! the very word is like a bell 
To toll me back from thee to my sole self. 
Adieu I" 

Keats. 



Morning dawned. 

Lily Werter stood at the window gazing wist- 
fully upon the lawn, watching for the beloved 
forms so soon expected, while the Countess De 
Burg sat at the fire, cheerful and smiling, for 
with all her frivolity she was truly attached to 
her brother, and felt delighted at the expectation 
of their meeting. 

At Lilymount, Mrs. Werter, equipped for tra- 
velling, went from one room to another, grieving 
unaccountably for her childhood's home, and 
looking upon the dim walls as though taking 
leave of every nook and cranny with a sadness 
she could not shake off, 

VOL. I. F 
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Two days previously a consultation had 
been held by the most eminent physicians, who 
acknowledged themselves puzzled by Oolonel 
Werter's case, as they could find no organic dis- 
ease, and, as is usually the result of such con- 
sultations, immediate change of air was recom- 
mended, Dr. Ormond sternly refusing to admit 
that it could avail anything in the present state 
of the invalid ; he was, however, overruled by 
superior numbers, and, as he gazed upon the 
emaciated form of the once gallant soldier, 
seated in his arm chair, supported by pillows, 
with great coats, rugs, and mufflers, which were 
strewn in profusion upon the couches, he con- 
demned in his heart the risk his patient was 
about to encounter, and turned to Florence with 
a troubled brow, which revealed his fears and 
redoubled her despondency. 

" It is not yet too late/' she said, reading the 
thought that was passing in his mind, " we shall 
remain if you think it safer/ 9 

A knock at the hall door interrupted the 
physician's reply, and made the invalid start 
convulsively. Yet it only resembled a soft 
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trembling of the knocker, as though it refrained 
from disturbing the stillness of all around. 

" At last," murmured Colonel Werter, " at 
last he is hera" 

" At last," repeated Florence, " sorely yon 
have not been watching for him." She pointed 
significantly to Mr. Fiteroy as he entered. 

" Yes, for him," said the sick man. " Leave 
us, dear ; and you, my friend also, for I must 
be with this gentleman alone." 

" But, sir, this agitation, this excitement will 
do you much injury," remonstrated the doctor, 
" and Mr* Fitzroy, I am sore, will defer whatever 
business he has to transact with you to some 
other occasion." 

The Colonel, without replying, signed for them 
to leave the room ; but they bad only been gone 
a few minutes when, having beard Mr. Fiteroy 
hastily quit the house, they returned, sod found 
all their anticipations too fully realized^ for the 
invalid trembled like an aspen leaf, whether from 
illness or agitation it was* impossible to judge* 
Hi» wife took the seat beside hiniy and' giving 
vent to her pent-up emotion^ burst into tears; 

f 2 
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" Something is wrong, George," she mur- 
mured, " I see it in your face. I know it I 
feel it. Oh ! my beloved husband, trouble not 
yourself now with business, or whatever brings 
that man here ; but wait, only wait till you are 
stronger." 

Dr. Ormond turned abruptly to his patient, 
saying, " Colonel Werter, did I not know that 
you could never accuse me of idle curiosity, I 
would not dare to ask the question I am now 
about to do." 

He turned away, however, before he put the 
question, then added with more abruptness — 

" What brought that man here torday and at 
this hour ? when you are leaving your home and 
should not be disturbed by any stranger." 

He did not notice the sick man as he spoke, 
for he was pacing up and down the room; 
had he done so, the change that came over the 
white countenance would have checked the words 
upon his tongue. As it was, however, he stopped 
short and stood anxiously before him. Their 
eyes met, and those of the soldier drooped be- 
neath the earnest gaze of his old friend, while 
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his head bent in silent deprecation of the ques- 
tion. 

The physician took Mrs. Werter's hand to 
lead her from the apartment, thinking that 
her presence prevented what he wished to 
learn; but with a cry that involuntarily burst 
from the proud man's heart, when he saw 
her still weeping and about to leave him, the 
husband stretched his arms towards her, and 
in an instant she was kneeling before his chair 
with her head upon his bosom. Neither spoke ; 
but he strained her to his breast until his lips 
clung to hers. His head drooped lower and 
lower ; then she missed the heaving of his bosom, 
and wondered at the terrible weight that was 
pressing on her shoulder. She felt the doctor 
hastily lift him back upon his pillows, and leap- 
ing to her feet with a cry of despair she looked 
upon the features of her husband, and saw that 
death was there. 

It was an agony as terrible as it was unexpected, 
and Florence, bewildered at its stunning effect, 
was like one bereft of reason ; thoughts flashed 
upon her mind with the speed of lightning, mak- 
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ing the future so dismal that she could willingly 
have laid her head beside the breathless clay and 
sink with him into the sleep that knows no earthly 
waking. But then she thought of her children, 
and asked herself what they would do without her. 
Poor Lily should be soothed in this first real 
sorrow of her childhood. Charley, a wild boy, 
who required all the guidance of strict discipline, 
how should she rear hkn to manhood unassisted 
by a father's strength. Of Bamber, the youngest, 
she thought only with protecting love ; and the 
fears which had haunted her reg arding the old 
home were quite forgotten in the deeper affliction 
that pressed now upon her heart 

Rumour was soon busy about the circum- 
stances of Colonel Werter's demise, and wonderful 
were the feelings it created in different bosoms i 
dread of unpaid bills, blame for his thoughtless 
extravagance, little or no pity for the ruined 
family, scandal at Mrs. Werter's withdrawal from 
her friends. Friends. Ah ! the small amount of 
sympathy attached to her bereavement proved 
the value of such friendship ; Dr. Ormond alone 
attempted to offer any consolation. It was near 
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midnight before he left Lilymount, and, when the 
door closed behind him, a tear fell upon his honest 
cheek when his hand unwittingly touched the sad 
emblem of death, a long streamer of crape that 
hung from the knocker. 

Lily Werter had remained at the window at 
Gastlepark, wistfully watching for her parents, 
until her sight ached with trying to pierce the 
deepening twilight, and the Countess De Burg, 
whose happy expectations had first changed to a 
horrible uncertainty, which afterwards took the 
form of keen anxiety, lifted her at last towards 
the fire. 

t( Oh ! aunt,'* wept the child, " something 
terrible has prevented their coming. I know he 
is worse, a feeling has come upon my heart that 
tells me I shall never see poor father more." 

Lady De Burg shivered as with cold, while she 
listened to these prophetic words, and the same 
wistful look which came upon her face, when, 
some time since, she ascended the staircase at 
Lilymount, gathered now sadly over her features 
again. 
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Louisa went still about at Beechgrove, light and 
blithesome as a bird, with a happy love singing 
in her breast, and fancy weaving a beautiful 
structure for bliss to dwell in. But death has 
come to crush deeper feelings, and ruin deeper 
hopes than hers. As Colonel Werter passed into 
another world, the blow descended, the thunders 
broke over a fairer head, for Florence, all unpre- 
pared for the bitter storm, had to bear it almost 
alone. 

Go out, poor orphans, far, far into the wilder- 
ness, for home and luxury are now to you but 
empty names. Young wife, so early widowed, 
whose hopeless grief even your children cannot 
comprehend, look now around, where are your 
.friends ? Sorrow and adversity have come upon 
you, and the giddy butterflies of fashion are no- 
where to be seen. 

Mr. Fitzroy was in his study, looking at the 
night-shadows gathering upon the sky, and as 
they grew darker his smile grew darker likewise; 
at last, weary of the monotonous occupation, he 
turned, took up a newspaper that lay upon the 



LOVE OB HATRED. 105 

table, and endeavoured to read, bat could not fix 
his attention on a single paragraph ; then he flung 
it down testily and rang the bell. 

John having made his appearance, his master, 
keeping his eyes fixed steadily upon the fire, 
asked, 

" Can this news of Colonel Werter's death be 
true, it is so sudden, so unexpected.' 9 

" It is rumoured in every place, sir, and I fear 
there can be little doubt" 

(s Heaven grant there may be doubt in this 
instance/* remarked Fitzroy. 

The servant, who was partly behind his master's 
chair, pulled a long face before replying. 

" We must hope for the best, sir ; and to use 
your own words, I may say, that if we had not 
hope to brighten our path of life, this world 
would be a desert, without an oasis, or some 
name like that; perhaps the dictionary meant 
orison.'' 

" As usual, you have been drinking," said the 
gentleman, " but I will have none of your non- 
sensical rhapsodies at present, and if you cannot 

f 5 
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steady your mind to the subject in question* you 
had best retire." 
John Gorman; no doubt believing .that dis- 

* 

cretion was the best part of valour, took the hint 
and quickly disappeared. 

" I have often feared," mused Fitzroy, when 
alone, " often suspected, that scoundrel to have 
wormed out some of my private affairs ; he was 
once about to marry Harriet Thompson. Gould 
she have betrayed me; but no, no, she is as 
faithful as the sun." 

Unable to seek his bed, and in a state of agi- 
tation entirely new to his placid temperament, 
Edmond Fitzroy again summoned his valet. 

There was always a sickening, unpleasant 
glisten, in the black eyes of the usurer, which 
had the effect of making the honest heart of his 
servant quail before him, and John, as he entered, 
felt the terrible influence of that basilisk-like 
glance, yet stood in the full possession of every 
faculty half-way in the room. For a moment 
master and man gassed silently at one another, 
then the former in measured accents said— 
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1 c Colonel Werter and I were old and trusted 
friends." 

John bowed in acquiescence. 

" Can you be surprised that the tidings of his 
death could agitate me thus ?" 

Gorman hesitated, but those dreadful eyes grew 
brighter with their intense glare, so he moved 
his head by way of a negative. 

" Listen," resumed Fitzroy. " Rumour often 
miscarries, and I doubt this news. I must know 
its truth or falsehood this night, now, this hour, 
for there is a fever in my veins that will not be 
appeased, until I hear for an undoubted certainty 
the fate of my dear old friend ; he who brings me 
that tidings will bind me to him for life." 

"Bind you to him for life," echoed John, 
wondering if such an event would be good for the 
individual thus named. 

" Yes, for life ; will you be that man." 

Gorman paused, and shook himself as if to 
break the spell of those glittering orbs, then said, 
" If you only wish me to go to Dr. Ormond's 
and learn from his own lips that Oolonel Werter 
is— is— " 
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"Dead," supplied Fitzroy. 

" Dead," repeated the servant, i€ I will do it." 

A ghastly smile flitted for a moment over the 
handsome face of the usurer, as he pronounced 
the one word " Go." 

Gorman moved slowly towards the door, still 
unable to withdraw his eyes from those of his 
master, and did not breathe freely until the cold 
night air played upon his damp forehead. 

During the absence of his valet, Fitzroy paced 
the room with impatient strides, almost counting 
the ticking of the clock, and starting nervously 
at every quarter of an hour's chime, until what 
seemed to him an age, an unsteady footstep broke 
the stillness of the street, and when John came 
in, it would be difficult to discern the drunken 
from the sober man, for the gentleman resting 
his hands upon the table for support, could only 
utter the monosyllable " Well." 

" Dead," hiccuped John, now standing bravely 
before that baneful glance, " dead as, as dead — 
have it from his own lips, not from the corpse's, 
rest it in peace, but, but from the doctor's." 

" From Ormond's own lips ?" gasped the other. 
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" Did he know you ? I trust he did not know 
you." 

"Not a bit of him, as the cat said, when— 
when she devoured the— the mouse — he is stiff 
and stark long hours ago, it's all true enough , 
and — and I'm the man that's bound to you for 
life. Egad, a second Siamese twins." 

" Leave me," said Fitzroy, u You are too drunk 
to understand your brutal jest." 

As the servant withdrew an expression gathered 
on the countenance of the gentleman that might 
have gratified Satan, showing, as it did, the 
triumph of one of his aptest pupils. 

" Dead and gone ; gone and dead," repeated 
the intoxicated Gorman, now singing a dirge 
over the imagined body of Colonel Werter, which 
proved to be a brandy bottle laid carefully on a 
chair beside him, then leaping to his feet and 
passing his hands across his face exclaiming, 
" there, there they are, burning with hell's fire ; 
his eyes, -mocking and goading me on to the gal- 
lows. But now, Harriet is quenching them. Out 
they go ; out they go. Ha ! ha !" 

In all the terror of delirium the unfortunate 



HO LOVE OB HATBED. 

Gorman devoured another portion from the 
bottle, then rocking it tenderly in his arms, 
threw himself on his bed, murmuring, in a 
sleepy tone, u Oh, Harriet, cruel girl ! cruel to 
leave me so. Cruel to—" a loud snore termi- 
nated his soliloquy. 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE WIDOW AND HEB VISITOR. 



" Alaa ! the change— the sad and awful ohange— 
The widow* d wife, the tears that yet must flow, 
The broken household— thought doth backward range 
To find its joy now turned to pain and woe." 

Lonblt Houas. 



Two days had come and gone, and the third saw 
a funeral procession winding slowly down the 
lawn. Colonel Werter's remains were followed 
by bat a few of the acquaintances who had 
honoured him in life. His little son Charley, 
who had been recalled from school, moved sor- 
rowfully, with bowed head, after the hearse ; and 
a tender pity rose in the hearts of the strangers 
who looked on, for the young and solitary 
mourner. 

The blinds of the house were drawn. The 
shutters were closed, and the world without saw 
not the agony within. 
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Two days more, and officious relations came to 
offer their disinterested services to the widow ; but 
as no will could be discovered, they had to return 
to their own business as wise as they had set out, 
on their make-believe mission of kindness. The 
bereaved family, however, soon learned that the 
beloved father and husband had left them totally 
unprovided for. Every acre of the estate ; the 
furniture, the beloved Lilymount— which had 
been a part of Florence's wedding portion— were 
mortgaged to Fitzroy. Did this explain the 
mystery attached to that gentleman's visits, and 
the fear that had so long haunted Mrs. Werter ? 

Now, indeed, the widow might look round and 
bid farewell to every familiar object, associated 
with so many endearing reminiscences. There 
was the ivied bench, beside the crystal lake, 
where Lily's swans still sailed, heedless of the 
woe around them; the moss-grown summer 
house, where the husband and wife had laughed 
and chatted together, in the dear old times gone 
by; the tree on which he had carved their names 
when they first were married, the very grass he. 
trod on, all was to be left for ever. And then within 
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the home ; the books he read, the vacant chair, 
the room in which her parents died, and more 
than all, the hearthstone where she once stood a 
joyous bride beside the noble form of her husband, 
wondering at her own happiness and his love. 
But he was gone ; and everything rendered sacred 
by memory would soon pass into the hands of 
that cold, hard, usurer. 

It was about a week after the state of Colonel 
Werter's affairs being perfectly understood, when 
Mrs. Werter received a letter from Mr. Fitzroy, 
couched in kind and courteous terms, begging 
that the widow and children of his friend, would 
still consider their present residence as much 
their own, as if it had been entirely free from 
debtor mortgage; by accepting which offer, hesaid, 
he would be the obliged party and the debtor. 

The Countess De Burg, although more worldly 
wise than her sister-in-law, was much puzzled at 
the epistle, and could not reconcile such liberality 
with what she had lately learned of the man's 
character ; but, without a moment's hesitation, 
Florence declined the gentleman's dubious kind- 
ness ; knowing that the Countess De Burg, who 
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was wealthy, and greatly attached as she had 
been to her brother, would not now forsake his 
family. 

Amongst other properties, she possessed 
an estate in Ireland, which would amply 
provide for them; and this the Countess now 
placed entirely at their disposal, meaning to 
adopt Lily as her heiress ; but in their present 
sorrow Mrs. Werter declined parting with her. 
The Countess, therefore, did not urge the point 
for the present, believing that when her grief had 
somewhat abated Florence would gladly hail so 
good a proton for her child. 

An hour had scarcely elapsed after Florence had 
dispatched her answer to Mr. Fitzroy, when that 
gentleman was waiting in the drawing-room for 
an interview, " if only for a moment/ 9 her maid 
Harriet said. 

It was a violation to common etiquette, 
to see any one not belonging to her own 
family, a week after her husband's death ; but, 
urged to compliance by the Countess, Mrs. 
Werter had no choice, so, with a heart burst- 
ing with its sorrow, 'she entered the room where 
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he stood, holding her letter in his hand. She 
looked so touchingly lovely in her sable robes, 
so soft, so young, that she might have melted 
even that man of iron. 

" This/' he said, pointing to tbe paper in his 
hand, " yon snrely do not mean to deprive your 
children of their home, to go yourself out upon 
a world that will have no mercy for you. Oh ! 
consider you have helpless little ones depending 
on your wisdom, and you surely do not mean 
to reject the friendship that would place you and 
them in the comfort you have lost—that would 
redeem the madness of your husband and never 
be obtrusive. Have pity upon your children and 
let me be your friend. I ask no more. You 
shall not see me but when you summon me to 
your presence ; for I will rest content) to know 
that at least you have that home, which the ex- 
travagance of an unworthy husband has deprived 
you o£" 

Thus far had he spoken in a faltering voice, 
like one who was afraid to say too much yet 
longing to urge more. But now his words were 
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arrested by observing the effect they produced 
upon Mrs. Werter. 

Could it be possible that this was the gentle 
lady, whom he had been accustomed to Bee for bo 
many years, going about her household duties in 
such meekness? This the tender wife, who was 
now transformed into the scornful being that 
stood before him ? No. She was no longer the 
tender wife but the indignant woman clinging to 
her idol, for her dark eyes blazed, and anger sat 
upon her lofty brow. 

u And are you," broke at laBt from her lips, 
I( Are you to speak thus of him ; to Bit in judg- 
ment on the sins yourself have made ? You, who 
have spurred hitn on to rnin by your subtle 
power; who, under the guise of friendship, came 
to his hearth and poisoned all ita- happiness ; 
who have been a curse — a blight upon the chil- 
dren's home, and sent the orphans, poor and 
wretched, from its shelter." Then, struggling 
with her wild passion, she added, " Go ; never 
let me seo you more; for rather would I beg the 
bread to satisfy my children's hunger — rather 
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let them die of famine at my very feet, than owe 
the value of a single crust to his bounty who 
robbed them of their birthright." 

Mr. Fitzroy gazed for a moment on the 
beautiful woman before he replied. 

" Madam,," he said, " when you become calmer 
you may regret this disdainful anger ; nor will I 
reproach your unjust suspicions, because time 
will prove that my present disinterestedness is 
sincere. I still beg that you will save your chil- 
dren by my aid. Nay, frown no more. At least 
you will not deny that I may again see you before 
your future plans are irrevocably matured. Grant 
me so much and I am satisfied." 

" Mr. Fitzroy," said Florence, " It is useless 
any longer to wear a mask with me ; the flimsy 
veil you seek to cast over your motives is but too 
clearly seen through ; he who long ago crept into 
my husband's home, with the object of desecrat- 
ing its sanctuary, could not be a friend to the 
wife who loves the memory of the lost one, more 
even than her old home Lilymount. You see that 
I have not forgotten the past ; how, then, could 
I trust one who, while vowing an honourable 
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attachment to a friend, sought by the most dis- 
honourable devices to betray him P I spurn your 
proffered friendship. I will not place myself or 
my children in the power of a man who has long 
since proved his worthlessness. Keep all that 
your hypocrisy and cunning have gained for you. 
I only ask of heaven that we may never meet 
again.** 

" Florence,*' he cried, catching her hand with 

a sudden energy, " I swear that we shall meet 

again, and soon ! Your scorn in that same past 

has only added to the fervour of my love, from 

which you never can escape. Tou remember the 

night, the hour, when with the entreaties of wild 

despair, I besought you to have mercy on me. 

But you repulsed me then as yon do now* Why 

then did you not tell Colonel Werter that I in* 

suited you— his wife— of whom he thought so 

little, that he preferred the gaming-table to har 

company ? In that case he might have spurned 

the reptile from his door, and perhaps I should 

have learned to forget you. 1 * 

" Why !" she exclaimed, a why, well may you 
ask me why. Man, man, it was because my 
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woman's soul shrank from casting yours into 
perdition* You, whom I hated then with the 
same bitterness of the present. My woman's 
nature had compassion on, and would not expose* 
yon to my husband's just revenge, for then he 
would have killed you.' 1 

" Or I him," returned Fitzroy. €i But perhaps 
he was not so ignorant of all this as you imagine; 
however, you need not start ; let his faults be 
buried with him in the grave. Now farewell, 
and remember that when you leave Lilymount, 
you will be the nearer to me ; for I shall be upon 
your track go where you will. Florence Werter, 
look well upon my face, for in each feature yra 
can read an iron determination that was never 
known to bend to mortal. Now hear me swear 
by everything in heaven and in hell that if at the 
end of one year 'you do not become my wife, I 
will follow, persecute* and haunt yon, until you 
will be glad to succumb to my wishes. Seek not 
to escape me, for henceforth you are my fate ;— my 
love, or my hatred, if you like it better, shall be 
as your shadow, and if a thought of your heart 
be fixed upon anotker, you, he, or I, shall lose a 
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life in the vengeance I shall take ; remember this, 
for I have sworn it, and no power on earth could 
make me break my oath. Again, farewell ; but 
do not forget that we shall shortly meet again." 

Mrs. Werter stood spell-bound in terror and 
amazement after her visitor had left her, and 
when Countess De Burg entered to know the 
result of the interview, she told what had happened 
as concisely as if each word were written down 
before her. 

" He is mad," was the natural conclusion of 
her ladyship, "and you need not allow such 
meaningless threats to give you any uneasiness ; 
for what could he do ? were he even the villain he 
declares himself. Are you not henceforth inde- 
pendent of him, and protected as you shall be by 
me, you can defy him. In the meantime let us 
hasten your departure, for every moment you 
remain in Iilymount compromises you with that 
vile betrayer, and I am impatient to hear of your 
arrival on Irish soil. Oh ! to think that hand- 
some, fascinating man of fashion could be such a 
serpent*' 

The Countess was interrupted by Florence's 
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maid, who entered in tears, and while sobbing 
violently, dropped a curtsey to her mistress. 

" Yon are not going to part with me, ma'am," 
said the girl, " I could not leave the children, 
whom I have dandled on my knee as babies, 
especially Miss Lily ; take me to Ireland, where 
my lady says that yon are going, and I will be as 
faithful to you there as I have been in tjhis dear 
old place." 

Florence turned to her sister-in-law, as if seek- 
ing for advice. Harriet had been a great favou- 
rite, and her mistress had even amused herself 
with improving her education. 

"My dear, do as you think best/' said her 
ladyship, " as for my dislike to Harriet, it may be 
a feeling I am wrong either to encourage or pos- 
sess, and heaven forbid that I should be the means 
of keeping an honest girl out of her employment." 

" Then you may accompany us, Harriet," said 
Florence, " but recollect that there must be no 
gossiping, particularly to your old sweetheart, 
John Gorman, for I wish to keep our destination 
as secret as possible for the present" 

Harriet was profuse in her expression of grati- 

vol. l a 
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tilde, and retired to make her ow« arrangements, 
while her mistress assisted Louisa in her prepara- 
tions for their immediate departure — and the 
employment, trivial as it was, seemed to arouse 
her from her lethargy of grief. 

Strict silence being preserved relative to their 
departure, there was no time lost in leave-talking. 
Indeed, Mrs. Werter living of late bo <com>pletety 
in her household circle, had few, if any, friends 
she would have oared to see. Lily wished to bid 
adieu to Julia Armsby, who had intellect enough 
to comprehend that Colonel Werter was no 
more, and that she would lose her little play- 
fellow. Shortly after this sad tiding*, which 
reached her through Rosebud, the poor ehild was 
found lying across the bloodhound in bitter grief, 
while the animal, who was ever gentle to his 
helpless mistress, looked sorrowful in her face ; it 
was the only sympathy she sought 

A sad change had -come over Louisa, who en- 
deavoured to pack and render all the assistance in 
her power ; but slue did so mechanically, for her 
heart yearned to bid farewell to Audtey Sobers. 

There are few who have not left a dear old 
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toome at one period or another, and felt the pangis 
*6f parting with familiar objects, rendered sacred 
by some kindly ^association. The mourners sealed 
Ubemselves sadly at the last meal, as they thought, 
that was ever to be partaken of by them in Lily- 
mount, «nd •Countess De Burg, holding Lily in her 
arms, broke the «ilenoe with. 

" Indeed, Florence, you should leave her with 
me, for you 'know kow well I bam her." She 
spoke gravely, and turning to the little girl 
added, u Will you not stay with «ne, my darling, 
for I shall 4ove you dearly, and yon shall be my 
heiress ?" 

'The child extricated herself .from the lady's 
^embaTace, God stood before heir with her hands 
olasped, and 'hear dark eyes beaming with aatrcmgfe 
light. " Bear a*nt," «he «n#rored, u you must 
not fseek to part we ftom my mother* Yon <**nld 
mot, oh 1 you could net de ao. I cfo sot wnait ito 
be rich* or to be «n heiress. And yon would net 
let her be poor., so /she mil have enough for m% 
as well as for the boys and Louisa. Tfeen Charlie 
will grow to be a aaau, and leara to be a jsoldoer 
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like — like," she could not say papa, so went on 
hurriedly, " like Captain Somers, whom I saw at 
Beecbgrove— bnt yon do not know him, or a 
physician like kind Dr. Ormond, to bring comfort 
wherever he goes." 

" My darling," said the widow, pressing her 
lips to the child's forehead, " my Lily, they shall 
never part us." 

Then the evening came back upon the mind of 
Countess De Burg, when Lily, after gazing long 
on the mournful twilight, parted the heavy drapery 
of the curtains, and stood beside her chair ; the 
child's words sounded like an echo of the past, 
and the thoughts that then thronged upon her 
mind returned. She thought of the husband of 
her youth. Of the handsome Earl once so dearly 
loved, now so utterly estranged. She saw in 
imagination his features, wearing a sardonic smile 
at her lonely and unloved position ; so, with a 
bitter sigh, she resolved to wait with patience 
until Florence could willingly resign the child to 
her charge. She loved Lily, but another feeling 
also actuated her in making her niece the heiress 
of her possessions — -jealousy towards her husband, 
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for whom she still cherished a secret attachment, 
and revenge for his unprovoked desertion. 

The parting moment came, and even Charlie, 
who was invariably careless, glanced ronnd the 
parlour with a childish sort of sadness, while 
Bamber, impatient for change, was the first to 
leap gaily on the floor. Lady De Burg's carriage, 
which was to convey them to the railway station, 
was at the door, and summoning all her courage 
she took a tender leave of each, and remained 
behind to render up possession to the usurer. 

Many people go through life with numerous 
good qualities lying dormant in their hearts, for 
the want of a proper opportunity to call them 
forth, although it is true that every day the 
meagre hand of poverty is stretching out for 
assistance. It was so with Countess De Burg, 
who, distributing charity when it came within 
her notice, never bestowed a thought more upon 
the sufferings she relieved ; but who now, for the 
first time in her existence, blessed heaven for 
endowing her with the wealth which enabled her 
to save her brother's family from further depend- 
ance. 
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Louisa gazed horn, the carriage window cold 
and motionless ; she had taken no part in the con- 
versation, even in that which concerned Lily, and 
Florence, deeply buried in her own sorrow, did 
not notice the expression which her features wore, 
or she would have been startled by it, Miss Werter 
was greatly affected by the Loss of her beloved 
parent, she waa grieved to leave the scenes of her 
childhood, she waa moved by her stepmother's 
sorrow. But the shadow of another grief of a 
more pressing and poignant character utterly 
overwhelmed her at the moment of her depature, 
for she had not even taken leave of Audley Somers, 
and who could say that they would ever meet 
again? 

Lily, who sat in a comer opposite Louisa,, had 
been watching the white face while bitter 
thoughts ran through her sister's brain, and now 
crept towards her, twined her arms round the still 
form, and leaned her head upon the drooped 
shoulders. 

The child felt that a grief deeper than her own 
was in her sister's heart, and her silent sympathy 
so affected Louisa that she burst into tears. 
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While Mrs. Werter witnessed this scene without 
comprehending the true cause of its passionate 
sorrow, she herself experienced that low, nervous 
feeling which we are. in the habit of calling a pre- 
sentiment, which soon, however, assumed a more 
palpable shape wheat she called to mind the threats 
Fitzroy had uttered at their latest interview. 

Strang minded* as she was, sheoould not divest 
herself of the apprehension, that this dangerous 
man would have some horrible influence over her 
future destiny. 

Again that hour which she remembered so 
terribly, and with which she upbraided htm 
at their last interview, came before her — that 
night* the last that witnessed her many conquests 
in. society, to which for ever after no induce- 
ment coul4 prevail on her to eater, when 
leaving her husband at the gaming table she 
returned home with the escort he had provided for 
her, his trusted friend Mr. Fitzroy. 

She remembered, now his silence and agitation, 
which then she did not heed until they had entered 
the dining-room of her own house, when, wishing 
him goocUnighty he had flung himself at her feet, 
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and acknowledged his guilty passion ; when, half 
frenzied with surprise and indignation, she had 
escaped to her own apartment to await impatiently 
the return of her husband/ and when at last he 
came, how she had shrunk from acknowledging the 
base conduct of his friend, putting it off from 
day to-day, until at last she had not courage to 
confess it; and how she had been obliged to continue 
to meet Mr. Fitzroy, when the deep contrition of 
his manner, his distant courtesy and respect, 
seemed to secure her against a repetition of his 
dishonourable professions. 

Now she reproached herself for not exposing 
his falsehood to her husband; yet, she asked 
herself, what good could it have done? per- 
haps only to have made the position in which 
he then stood with Fitzroy more irksome 
and insecure— for he would resent the unworthy 
conduct, no matter what should be the conse- 
quence to himself; and was he not deeply in 
the usurer's debt P then to have her name the 
theme for making gossip, for such things could 
not be kept secret. From this she shrank with 
absolute abhorrence, and even while reproach was 
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strongest in her soul, she thought that after all 
she had acted wisely. 

Then Florence thought of the fearful insinua- 
tion made by Fitzroy against her husband's 
memory, an insinuation which would lead her 
to believe that Colonel Werter was cognizant of 
his false friend's passion ; but she discarded the 
hateful thought as she had often done before , and 
no feeling remained in her bosom but tenderness 
for him and terror at the usurer's vow. 

An ejaculation from Miss Werter recalled her 
from those unwelcome reminiscences, and follow- 
ing the direction of her eye, found that it rested 
on a gentleman on horse-back, who was making 
towards the carriage with a graceful salutation. 

€i I have been fortunate in overtaking you," he 
said, addressing Louisa, " for it is scarcely two 
hours since Miss Armsby acquainted me of the 
sudden and sad termination to an acquaintance 
from which I have derived so much happiness — 
believe me there are few who can more truly sym- 
pathize with the cause of that sable dress." 

Florence, who had loosened her bonnet, and 
thrown back her veil in the close vehicle, and who 

a 5 
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sat at the further aide with her blind drawn down, 
was placed exactly opposite the new comer, and 
although his eye was directed towards her more 
than once during his short speech, she could not in 
common courtesy cover her features ; thus a formal 
introduction to Captain Somers ensued, which she 
would gladly have avoided* 

" I have a few friends in Ireland/' he resumed, 
" and fortunately a sort of relative will be your 
neighbour in Dundrum ; my father has just written 
to him, and I know they will lose bat little time 
in doing themselves the pleasure of calling upon 
yon— their name is Newton." 

Mrs- Werter expressed a sense of his kindness, 
a general leave-taking followed* after which the 
parties separated, Louisa's airy castle-building 
being again renewed, recalling hope to her breast 
once more. 



LQVB OB EATBKD. 181 



CHAPTER XL 



THE DEAD MAN'S HOUSE. 



" Cans' t thou draw a murderer P" 

SPANISH Teaotdt. 



It is not pleasant to feel oneself alone in a great 
start up home, particularly when death has lately 
bean: its occupant. The Countess De Burg, not 
at all comfortable in her new position, moped 
about, and grew nervous* although she was not 
of a superstitious temperament ; but the wind 
whistling through tha key-holes, and rattling 
down the vacant chimneys, was anything but an 
agreeable companion^ particularly as she never 
could endure to hear it, even under pleasanter 
circumstances, and used to wonder at Lily's wild 
delight in its melancholy meanings. 

She thought now of the child's strange rambles 
through the leafless trees, of winter, where, bare- 
headed, and with, long hair streaming down her 
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form, she passed along like a weird spirit, listen- 
ing to the bleak storm howling, or to the sighing 
of its mysterious breath ; bnt when the old trees 
bent and swayed like reeds before the fury of a 
tempest, the dark eyes of the strange child would 
flash, and her countenance assume an expression 
of sublimity, as though the wild voice of the 
wintry wind found an echo in her poet's heart, 
and possessed a language known and felt by her 
alone. 

At such times Lily, wrapped in a scarlet mantle, 
but her head still bared to the chill blast — which 
tossed about her golden locks in rich profusion — 
awed even the domestics by her beautiful, but 
extraordinary appearance. She looked like the 
genii of the storm, exulting in her mystic power ; 
like one of these spirits who, in the beautiful old 
Celtic mythology, were represented as uttering 
their warnings or their sorrows in the mournful 
breathings of the wind. 

Poor Lily was destined to live from day to day 
almost without a being to comprehend the poetry 
of her nature, to see the germ of genius springing 
wild within her soul, to dive into the depth of 
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her large mind, in a word, to understand her ; and 
her annt 9 feeling she was not of the common 
mould of human beings, meant, after a few years, 
to have her education strictly attended to. And 
now, sitting alone in her favourite's desolate home, 
she sketched, in fancy, a brilliant future for the 
little girl. 

And still the wind whistled and rattled through 
the empty house. 

The lady thought of her own childless hearth, 
of her husband ; and then some of the affection 
of the olden times came back in yearning sadness 
upon her soul. That affection, by- him so 
long forgotten, or, if remembered, it was not in 
kindness; even her love was turning to indif- 
ference ; but now a throb, she thought her heart 
could never again beat with for him, bounded for 
a moment in her breast, and a bitter cry was 
wrung from her wounded spirit as 4 she stretched 
out her arms in the dull stillness, as if to clasp 
something to her bosom. But the jewelled hands 
came back to the sad void, and the loveless 
woman bowed her head upon them. 
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And still the wind rattled and whispered 
through the empty house* 

Oh I how desolate she felt, with all the costly 
trappings of wealth about her ; the vacant house 
was. so silent,, and the luxurious furniture so un- 
meaning*. How like herself it was in its still 
grandeur! The bowed head was raised again; 
the tears were dashed, from the proud eyes y the 
sobs were gulped back to the strong breast. 
And she rose from the ehair cold, hard, and 
steeled once more to her wretched fate. 

In this, mood all weariness wag forgotten, and 
with a stately step she entered the room, where 
so lately she had wept over her dead brother. 
She passed on calmly, and opened the door of a 
small closet, where nothing could be seen except 
half-empty phials, some with their corks or stop- 
pers broken* Several of these, actuated by some 
undefined impulse,, she smelled cautiously, and 
examined minutely. Taking; one, clearer than 
the rest, she returned to the chamber, poured some 
water into a basin, and dipped the bottle into its 
contents. 
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Bh* started* for suddenly a low moan 
seemed to have come from the- doorsliL She 
paused* and opened it ; bat nothing was to be 
either seen or heard. Then.she washed the bottle, 
so clean, that it looked as if it never had. been 
used; and* re-entenung the closet, took abont a 
dozen of these phials, all containing thedrainings 
of the same mixture, emptied them slowly into 
the vessel she had cleansed, and, fitting it closely 
with aeoik, tied it in her handkerchief and placed 
it" in her bosom ; then came to her brother's^ bed, 
stood still, and laid her. hand upon it with a fire 
in her eye and a look upon her face that made it 
almost terrible. 

One wauldi fancy she: was registering a vow. 
What was the woman thinking of? What could 
be her objeofr in acting as she had done ? 

And still the wind rattled and whistled through 
the empty, house; ; but thia time more dismally, 
for the howling of a dog came with.it from the 
distance. 

As she « descended the stairs, a knock echoed 
through the hall ; she opened the door, and Mr. 
Fitzroy stood before her. He stretched forth his 
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hand to take hers ; but, bowing stiffly, she passed 
into the dining-room, and, without a word, muf- 
fled herself in her velvet cloak, tied on her bon- 
net, then calmly presented him with a large key, 
smiling bitterly, as she said- 

" I think your possessions will not bring much 
peace along with them. " 

She was leaving the room, when he caught her 
robe, exclaiming — 

" Oh ! Countess De Burg, I do not want this 
key — this — place — where is she ? — tell me where 
are they — Mrs. Werter and the children. Why 
do they thus avoid me ?" 
" Why ?" repeated the lady. 
Her eyes pierced into his, until he cowered 
before them, for it seemed almost the voice of 
Florence that sounded in that little word, as when 
he asked her why she had not told her husband 
of his insult, and which had then brought the 
storm from her indignant lips. 

Now every sentence she then uttered, in that 
last interview, came before his brain in burning 
characters. 
" Where is Mrs, Werter?" he demanded. 
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" Gone/ 9 she replied ; " left Lilymount, and is 
now where yon can never find her/' 

He understood all now, even the reason of his 
being summoned to Lilymount, which had so 
greatly mystified him, and paced the floor like an 
enraged tiger, then turned, with the purpose of 
wringing, if possible, from Lady De Burg, the 
whereabouts of Mrs. Werter ; but the room was 
empty, and rushing to the window, he saw her 
figure passing swiftly down the lawn ; the baffled 
plotter ground his teeth in rage, and clenching 
his hand, struck his burning brow, and fled from 
the house like one demented. 

The weight of so great a disappointment must 
have overpowered his sense of propriety, for as he 
rushed from the house, he, for a second time, 
betrayed a weakness to a menial, for John, who 
had as usual attended him, and lingered on the 
steps, felt himself suddenly half-stunned by some 
heavy substance that was hurled against him, at 
which he caught ; and clasping a quivering form 
in his arms, both master and man went bump, 
bump, under and over, whirling down the steep 
slope of the steps, until they found themselves on 
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the gravel walk ; when? the gentleman, impatiently 
disengaging himself, staggered to his feet aadi 
confronted the? ser^mi in scornful astonishment. 

John bowed low,, which Mr. Fitraoy took aa aa 
apology foe his unwarrantable familiarity j but 
which was> in. reality, to hide the mischievous 
grka th*t conquered all the respectful effort* of 
its owner to keep back* 

The aristocrat shook his bruised limbs, picked 
up a hat, and fled in the, direetion the Countess 
had. taken. 

When he waa oat of sight, the gentleman^ 
gentleman burst into a. laugh, which must have- 
been a health; exerciser—for as he: remounted the 
steps, his ch^ek* were " rosy red," and hi* 
countenance shone with aa honest light. 

After gazing for a considerable time ia the 
direction Mr. Eitzroy had; taken,, he smiled with, 
grim satisfaction; then peering into the dark 
hall of. the shut-up house, he advanced a step,; 
retreated qjaickly, cautiously advanced again, 
progressed another and another step, then paused 
fearfully, as though about to retreat once more ; 
but,, regaining his. courage* h& listened,, and, sb.u<J- 



LQUB OB HATBKU 199 

decing at tha stittneea within, moved on a few 
mow paces* 

Keeping bis eye* directed straight before him 
aa he went, never daring to look behind until, 
after reflecting a moment,, and wiping his moist 
bcow^he enteted the gloomy dining-room, and 
found a hat lying on the table* It was hi* 
master's, as he expected ; so he took it up,, know- 
ing thai it would be missed ; and wondering to 
himself at the strong excitement that could make 
the fastidious gentleman forget so important a 
supplement to his street attire, he glanced up the. 
dark stairease ; then, with eyes fearfully directed 
down, the black passage leading to the lower 
apartments, moved on stealthily step by step, 
still trembling ; but with the hat in his hand, as 
if expecting some ghostly apparition would tear 
the beaver from his gripe* 

When, however, he found himself again safe in 
the open air, he once more wiped his brow, and 
muttered a fervent prayer that his master would 
bring back his own hat. before he. made a fool of 
himself with the bright cockade flaming above 
his forehead. 



142 . IiOTE OB H1TBBD. 

Had she demanded An analysis of the man's 
.heart that he grew «o suddenly like <a corpse? 

" I regret,'' ha replied, " that it is totally out 
of my power to do so, for once there is so longer 
need of <a prescription it is struck off our boots 
as a useless incamhraoce*" 

" An nncommon mode of doing business, is it 
not ?" asked her ladyship. " And I should say 
it is not a general habit with chemists. I rogrvt 
haying disturbed, and will no longer detain ynn, 
since I cannot of course doubt ypnr word "that 
what I sought is now destroyed." 

She gazed fixedly upon the fine eountenance 
before her, and it almost disarmed iter suspicions 
that Frederick Norcott could be anything brat of 
a noble and generous nature. 

He lingered behind her in the surgery until 
she left the door, then groaning in tbe bitterness 
of spirit he muttered— 

" There goes wealth and arrogance while I nm 
thus. — Oh ! why was I ever weak enough io be 
fooled into bartering man's great inheritance, 
happiness and peace, in wiuch I am now* beggar 
more miserable than when I starred, His sister I 
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and sorrow looking oat from every fold of her 
black dress. Oh ! Edmond Fairfield, but for 
your desertion this had never been ; yet there is 
a day of reckoning, and, thaak heaven, yoras is 
jot to come, if my haod has strength to deal the 
blow it longs for ; bat wharf; wanted the Countess 
de Burg with the prescription ? Fool— I am not 
only a fool but a ooward—for I asked myself that 
question a hundred times white the was reading 
my very soul, instead »of seeking to baffle her aod 
being true to him — JFiteroy, my master." 

The Countess again sought the crowded streets, 
fatigued and disappointed* She looked about 
irresolute which way to turn, ontil seeing a 
hackney cab she bailed it, ead entered : bay- 
ing giyen directions to the driver^ ebe leant bade, 
exhausted and pale. 

All 1 how desolate *he felt in sail that erowdied 
thoiough&re, mo hermit in hia «olitode could be 
so maeh alone m that weaithy lady in the 
thronged Babel of Jjondon. Xto cab went 
noisily on, winding and turning until it entered 
the suburbs, and going down a smooth road 
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there was little fear in that, for Louisa loved 
earnestly ; yet, unlike most of her sex, was selfish 
in her devotion, but that she had as yet no means 
of displaying. She looked forward to a meeting 
soon with him, and even now she was preparing 
for a visit to Mrs. Axsnsby's, which had been 
kindly urged by that lady, and at Beechgrove she 
could not fail to enjoy ^an occasional interview 
with Audley. 

Oh ! happy prospect ! Oh ! -spleridid founda- 
tion for more elaborate castle-building. 

Charley and his brother had grown much in 
those six months, and made wonderful progress 
in their books. Lily, too, for the first time .had 
gone to school, and astonished her teachers with 
her talent and acute perception. 

It was a lovely morning in June when a plea- 
sant party —pleasant in appearance at least, what- 
ever were the feelings of some of them — were 
assembled on the lawn of Dundrum House. The 
gentry of the neighbourhood have been unremit- 
ting in their kind attention towards the strangers, 
who could not but feel content and happy in the 
.stranger land in which, like the historical Ger- 
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al dines, they seemed likely to become more Irish 
than the Irish themselves ? 

The new home was scarcely as luxuriant as the 
old one, yet it was a beautiful residence. The 
house stood as it were in a parterre of flowers, 
which sloped down a gentle acclivity to the level 
of the fresh mown lawn; surrounding all was a 
screen of fragrant shrubs, through which 
glimpses were obtained of a tiny silver river, 
spanned with rustic bridges, and sparkling like 
silver in the beams of the morning sun. 

The family were all mustered together, making 
no end of wreaths and bouquets for the celebra- 
tion of an important day — a joyous one for the 
youth and fashion of the neighbourhood; the 
day on which Walter Newton, the relative of 
whom Captain Somers spoke at their last meeting 
with Miss Werter, would become of age, and for 
whom a grand fete was to be held, being heir to 
the principal estate about Dundrum. His birth- 
day was to be celebrated by all the ilite that 
wealth and position could command, and the 
Newtons, who were intimate and friendly from 
their first meeting with the Werters, failed not. to 

h 2 
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have their name on the top of the invitation 
list 

The auspicious morning was clear and beauti- 
ful, and the happy children were up with the 
lark, although they had to wait for hours before 
the arrival of the appointed time. When at 
length it came, Mrs. Werter stood to admire her 
little family as they stepped with joyful antici- 
pations on the verandah, and thought she had 
never seen so sweet a child as the poetic Lily, 
who, with her short black dress and sash, her 
tiny slippers and white silk stockings, paused to 
wave her hand in affectionate adieu to the figure 
in the window. 

Louisa's quiet grace was in happy contrast 
with that of the rollicking boys and sportive 
little girl. While they tripped onward, laugh- 
ing, singing, and shouting, until passing their 
own lawn, they crossed the shaded road, and 
entered a massive gateway on the opposite side/ 
where they were hailed by loud cheers and greet- 
ings from their several companions. 

It was a splendid sight to the innocent minds of 
the delighted children to witness the flags of every 
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colour streaming through the green foliage ; the 
purple and silver lamps hanging from the trees, 
which were to be lighted in the twilight ; the 
ladies and gentlemen in their gayest costumes, 
thickly interspersed with the red coats of young 
officers; the band, with its music echoing through 
the wood and floating down the river ; the long 
tables, with their snowy cloths and sparkling 
silver groaning beneath the burdens of their 
costly vines ; the lackies in picturesque liveries, 
running to and fro ; the clusters of little boys 
and girls in their white dresses and blue sashes, 
their black cloth jackets and pink rosettes ; al- 
together it was a pleasant scene for youth to 
enjoy. 

The day began with the ascent of a balloon — a 
great success, only that the aeronaut fell into 
the pond ; then followed a regatta, which gave 
great delight to all parties ; then came a splen- 
did dejeuner ; after which, every one seemed 
elated to the highest pitch, and in the dancing 
and games that followed, all went " merry as a 
marriage bell." 

It was the first time that Louisa had entered 
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society since her father's death, and the girl felt 
naturally uncomfortable unaccompanied by a 
chaperone, for which reason she had declined at 
first to attend the fete ; but the well-meaning 
hostess had overruled all objections by installing 
herself in that responsible position. Mrs. New- 
ton, however, was so completely absorbed by 
other duties, that she was compelled to leave 
Louisa, not only to the attention of strangers, 
but of somewhat intrusive gentlemen, who her 
deep mourning and stately appearance did not 
restrain in their audible expressions of admira- 
tion. However, she was, as usual, ladylike and 
self-possessed, while the devotion of her numer- 
ous chevaliers gave her very little time for 
thought. She might have been a reigning belle, 
so much admiration was lavished upon her ; not 
only for her merits, but because she was a new 
star in the horizon of their society, which was lit 
with rather waning luminaries. 

She had seldom before received the same adu- 
lation, because her beauty until then had been 
eclipsed by the more brilliant charms of Florence ; 
still, the triumph that every one thought must 
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have' glowed 1 so warmly in her breast, did not 
betray itself' by a brighter glance of her dark 
eyes, or the faintest flush upon her fair cheeks, 
for she * remained as calm as a placid lake, 
undisturbed by the sunbeams that danced upon it. 

Quadrilles were forming, and Louisa outshone 
all others in her graceful movements, as she 
passed along this favourite dance; fatigued at 
last, she sought to disengage herself from the 
gentlemen who crowded Tound her ; but she had 
to pay the penalty of almost all belles, by laugh- 
ing* and 'talking, when shte longed to be silent 
and alone.' 

A' well known voice* however, soon dispelled 
her composure. 

u Shall I have the pleasure of your hand for 
the next quadrille/' was a question that sounded 
in her ear with extraordinary distinctness. 

The words were simple and commonplace 
enough ; yet Louisa started wildly at them. In 
a moment more, Audley Seiners clasped her 
quivering hand in his* and 5 the young officers 
who had been vieing with each other in their 
courtesy, fell off gradually, feeling, from the agi- 
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tation they had witnessed, that their society 
would not be agreeable. The handsome couple 
were soon lost in the shadow of the trees, and 
somehow the quadrilles and twenty other dances 
passed off without them. 

Captain Somers, who had refused many invi- 
tations from the Newtons, accepted one to 
the fete given on bis relative's birthday, with 
whose father his own had ever been on the 
most friendly terms. Although the younger 
branches had never met before, Audley would 
scarcely have been so willing in his compliance 
to his parent'fe wishes, who urged his acceptance 
of it, had he not known that the Werters resided 
in the same neighbourhood, and his expectations 
were fully realised by meeting Louisa, whose 
happiness at the unexpected encounter was de- 
stined to be short lived. 

Audley informed her that his regiment was 
under orders for India, but that he had still a 
month at his command, which he intended to 
spend in Ireland. Even a month in his society 
could not compensate for the pangs of parting, 
and the terrible blank his absence would create. 
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Lily had been enjoying herself vastly all the 
day ; had danced and played to her heart's con- 
tent, and was resting her weary little limbs on a 
rustic seat, when Charlie caught her arm to drag 
her into a gallop, but being tired, she resisted 
steadfastly; however, his strength was too much 
for hers, and she grew pale as she pleaded to be 
left alone ; bht he had no pity, and kept pulling 
her roughly, until his hands were arrested by a 
firmer grasp than his own. 

Looking round in anger, the face that met 
Charlie's gaze silenced . the rude speech that was 
forming on his tongue ; it was the face of a 
boy, more than four years older than himself, 
but pale and thoughtful, with its deep black 
eyes and jetty curls, clustering thick and 
short about a classic head. There was in- 
dignation on the haughty brow and proudly curv- 
ing lips, but the grandeur of that noble counten- 
ance was rather increased by the access of anger. 

Charlie looked from the face over the slender 
form, and smiled scornfully when he detected 
the threadbare suit of a boy gentleman, whose 
jacket was worn at the elbows; not patched 
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or broken, but " threadbare," while the spotless 
collar and neat black silk tie were scarcely in 
keeping with his somewhat faded habiliments. 

Young Werter wrenched his arm from the 
other's grasp, and was moving away, when the 
same firm hand touched his own, and the stranger 
said gently — 

" You must pardon me. Come, we shall be 
friends ; see you not how pale and weary ^our 
sister looks, and I fear she is ill. 9 ' 

The brother was by the side of Lily in a mo- 
ment, with endearing words, and warmly con- 
demning his own rudeness, for the little girl 
looked pale and faint; presently, however, she 
smiled, while the colour came back to her cheeks, 
and thus the trio were not long in becoming ex- 
cellent friends, remaining inseparable for the 
rest of the evening; while William Lindley, once 
installed aB the protector of Lily Werter, kept his 
post for long after, and became a constant asso- 
ciate of her brothers. 

William Lindley was the oijly son of an 
ancient and respectable, but reduced family, 
whose ancestors dated from the first invasion, 
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and the wreck of whose estate, which was barely 
sufficient for the decent support of its owner, 
was near that of the Werters. So the children 
had ample opportunity for cultivating their ripen- 
ing' friendship. 

But' how passed' the time with Florence, 
while the young people were enjoying them- 
selVes ? Heavily enough.; there was no need to- 
day for giving a long direction about the choice 
of dinner. No pastry was required ; nothing, in 
fact, was wanted, as the children were not at 
home to eat it So she sat down to her simple 
repast, and rose again, leaving it untested ; she 
could not eat without the children ; she could 
not take a glass of wine without their little lips 
to sweeten it If ' she hkd even the romping 
Bamber to partake of something, she could get 
on pretty well ; but to put a morsel' inside her 
lips without the children was utterty impossible. 

Longing for their return she sought her 
favourite resting place upon the lawn ; it was a 
rustic seat formed in the midst of a hawthorn 
hedge that grew in a small circle near the river. 
There she sat with work in hand listening to its 
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gentle murmurs. Mrs. Werter plied her needle 
vigorously, and in its homely occupation was 
deeply absorbed, when a rustling behind the 
hedge attracted her attention ; she raised her 
head quickly, and saw two dark piercing eyes 
bent upon her from over the thick leaves, and a 
countenance that gloated as if in exultation. 

Those eyes and that countenance she but too 
surely recognised, and with a cry she fled from 
the spot, reached the house, and locked the hall 
door as if she expected some enemy would try to 
force an entrance, but the evening passed in tran- 
quility and peace. 

The face peering through the hedge was Mr, 
Fitzroy's, and she continued in a state of nervous 
excitement until the revellers returned, when for 
a second time she greeted the noble-looking 
soldier, Captain Somers. Audley became a con- 
stant visitor at Louisa's home, never missing a 
chance that politeness allowed him to accept, 
which, as Walter Newton was an intimate friend 
of the family, proved a daily occurrence, and 
somehow Miss Werter^ visit to Mrs. Armsby was 
procrastinated as long as he remained. 
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CHAPTER XIH. 



PROBING THE SECRET. 

" Prendi su la mia recetta, che l'effetta ti fara. 
Ah ! dottor, sera peretta, ma per me vertn non ha." 

^ " Take then my recipe, and you will see its effects. 

Ah ! doctor, it may be perfect, but for me it has no virtue." 

Donizetti. 

Audlet Somers was gone, and no arrangements 
abont letter-writing had been entered into, no 
word of love had been spoken by the dear lips, 
although his tongue faltered and his cheeks grew 
pale when the time of parting came. Miss 
Werter was puzzled at this termination of the 
enchanting month, yet hoped on with undi- 
minished passion. 

The Countess de Burg had frequently written 
to Mrs. Werter for Lily since their residence in 
Ireland, but was always put off with some excuse. 
a Lily had a cold," or "Lily was making such pro- 
gress with her studies that it would be a pity to 
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interrupt them," until at last the lady took a sure 
method of gaining possession of the little girl by 
sending her old maid Ellen for her. The child 
was delighted to see the lively girl, who laughed 
and cried over her as though she had regained a 
lost treasure. 

A few days sufficed for preparation,, and they 
were soon ' ready for the* voyagey although it' was 
not an agreeable visit to. Lily, who shrank from 
it, not because she never felt comfortable at her 
aunt's stately mansion, but that she found it so 
hard to part from all the dear ones left behind. 
She had become much attached to her Irish 
friends, and particularly to William Lindley, her 
protector and youthful monitor, who assisted in 
her tasks more successfully than any other pre- 
ceptor possibly could dd. She was ashamed to 
acknowledge to her innocent little heart v that it 
gave her more pain to part from Him than from 
her brothers. Trtie she would soon be back again, 
but then his college holidays would be over, and 
they could not meet until Christmas ; a long way 
off considering it was now but the beginning of 
August However, there was no Help for the little 
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girl and boy but to exchange a lock of hair, a jetty 
for a golden one, before taking a tearful farewell, 
and making the best of it. 

Poor Florence found it a difficult task to hide 
her dissatisfaction at Lily's departure, and when 
she saw the reluctant little girl borne from the 
house, Louisa could scarcely prevent her recall; 
however, the parting was over, and the child, 
escorted by Ellen, was whirled away in the car- 
riage, and soon found themselves in Dublin, and 
then on the deck of the steamer. 

The morning was calm and hot, but when out 
a few miles the sea air was pleasantly cool, and 
the good ship made rapid progress; the child stood 
watching the vessel's track in intense delight, 
nearly forgetting all about her mother or William 
LindTey, so much' absorbed was she in the wide 
waters. She had heard her mother reading of 
little Paul in €€ Dombey and Son," and fancied 
now she heard the child's weak tones echoed from 
the shoreless sea, "What are the wild waves 
saying ?" So she listened breathlessly for the 
answer from the far ocean ; she too felt that 
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mighty voice, and her young soul was raised in 
unconscious prayer at its sound. 

Countess De Burg was in a transport of delight 
when she clasped Lily to her bosom, and almost 
hugged Ellen too, for bringing her. She had a 
hundred little things to show her, and as many 
stories to tell : some about Julia Armsby, and 
others of Rosebud, which proved the most amus- 
ing ; and then her little lap-dog. Oh ! she had 
a thousand things to say of it ; so between one 
amusement and another, the little girl got over a 
few days rather pleasantly; but when the novelty 
of her visit had worn away, she found the sojourn 
at her aunt's house was likely to prove as dull as 
on former occasions. 

Dr. Ormond's stay on the Continent was ex- 
tended from one month to seven, and the Countess 
had to summon all her patience to her aid at the 
long delay. She disliked the idea of trusting to 
paper that which would be so much better uttered 
by the lips, and which might only awaken the 
ridicule or anger of the good physician, whom she 
tr vily respected. It was, therefore, with unfeigned 
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pleasure that she heard of his arrival at his villa. 
He had almost given up practice, for he was a 
bachelor with an easy, if not an affluent income, 
and only attended those whose tried friendship 
entitled them to his favour. 

The reason of Dr. Ormond's never marrying 
was a question often canvassed among his friends, 
for he was exactly the man to make a woman 
happy. But when the subject was broached in 
his presence, he would shake his grey locks and 
smile benignly, never giving further satisfaction. 
Many thought he had been jilted ; but in that 
case it was reasoned he would be less cheerful 
and benevolent than he showed himself every day 
of his usef al life. Others believed that the lady 
of his choice had sunk into an early grave ; but 
for all their thought or conjectures, the cheerful 
doctor never made them a bit the wiser. 

On the very day after his arrival, the physician 
was summoned to his study on business of impor- 
tance, and was not a little surprised to hear 
Countess De Burg, who, in friendly, but agitated 
tones, welcomed his return. 

" My dear lady," said the Doctor, " you should 
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not Have condescended to come Here. Why did 
you not give me time to do myself thfe honour of 
waiting on you ?' But I trust you are not ill, or 
that it is no unpleasant btrsmess on which I am 1 
summoned here." 

"Now that lam come,"' she answered, " I can 
scarcely tell you what I wish." 

"'Nay, you must not hesitate to speak frankly 
to a true old friend who ever had your interest.at' 
heart." 

" Yes ; but* you may think my fears are 
wicked, or only the shadows of a suspicious 
mind?*' 

" Of that I shall not suspect you, rest as* 
sured." 

"Dear Dr. Ofmctad; tell me candidly, what 
was the cauBe of George's death ? I have never 
heard a name given to his disease," she asked; 
abruptly. 

"'Surely this need not trouble you now; it 
was, I believe, a general break-up of the con- 
stitution. I could discover no organic affection." 
" Oh !" exclaimed the Cduntess, " this is what 
is h'aunting me night' and day ; for this I longed 
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to see you, that yon might help me in discovering 
the foul play I 60 strongly suspect" 

"Foul play V r he repeated, " My dear Lady 
De Burg, you do not mean to insinuate that your 
brother has been murdered P" 

"Tdo." 

" But by whom P" 

" That is my secret as yet." 

" Nay ; positively now I do believe you are 
dreaming. Pray be more cautious in your use of 
your opium, for I fear it may impair your intel- 
lect"' 

! r Folly!" she cried, "no fear of that; but 
grow serious, be kind and generous in lending 
me your powerful aid. 1 

" For what do you require it V 

"To unravel the mystery attending my brother's 
death." 

" Which," returned the Doctor, " is simply ridi- 
culous. It is quite absurd to attach any mystery 
to it Colonel Werter died naturally ; and what- 
ever has put this strange idea into your mind, is 
the only mystery I see about it." 

"Well," replied her ladyship, "will you give 
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me the. prescription of the draught he has been 
taking for the last twelve months ; the chemist 
has deceived me with false promises he made me 
from time to time, of remembering its contents ?" 
iC Yes," said the Doctor. " In this I can oblige 
you, for I always keep a copy of my prescriptions ; 
here it is, a simple quinine mixture." 

" Thank you ; now examine this and see if bot^ 
correspond." 

As she spoke, she took the bottle out of her 
handkerchief, from which it had not been removed 
since the moment she had poured the drainings 
from the numerous phials into it on the miserable 
day in the empty house. 

The physician examined it, and pronounced it 
to be one and the same mixture ; then she re- 
placed it, saying — 

" Farewell, since you refused to assist me ; but 
with these I shall discover what must enlist you 
into my service." 

The impulsive lady was, shortly after, on her 
way to another chemist in the city, of whose 
honourable repute she had often heard. Into 
this establishment she entered, and presented her 



LOVE OB HATRED. 165 

prescription without a word. It was compounded, 
paid for, and the lady, bowing a negative to the 
request of the polite assistant, that it should be 
sent, pocketed the parcel and sought her car- 
riage. 

She drove home with her bottles, and when 
safely there, shut and bolting the chamber door, 
opened one vessel, then the other, and tasted 
both; but no difference could be detected either 
in their flavour or appearance. Then she 
remembered that, on washing the phial in the 
empty house, it had turned the contents of the 
basin to a milky hue. So now, taking two tum- 
blers of pure spring water, and putting a few 
drops of each bottle into separate glasses, watched, 
with eyes dilated in anxiety, the vessel that some 
of the drainings from the phials had been poured 
into change its colour, while that which contained 
the mixture just compounded remained as clear 
as crystal. 

" Oh ! heaven/' she murmured, sinking on a 
seat, tl murdered ! basely, foully murdered !" She 
seemed almost to suffocate for a moment ; then 
started again to her feet, and, with fearful vehe- 
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mence, added: " But I will.unmask the fawning 
hypocrite to the world ! I will — ° 

The lady was cut short in her schemes of ven- 
geance by a slight tap at the door, and a sweet 

» 

voice, saying — 

" Aunt, may I come in ?" 

The Countess kissed the child as she allowed 
her to enter; then, pausing to gaze on her, 
asked — 

" What, is it positively dinner time, that you 
are so equipped ?" 

" Yes, auntie dear," she answered ; " and Ellen 
has been here twice to dress you, for the bell rajpg 
three times, so I feared you might be ill, and 
came to see." 

This was said in a tone of apology for intru- 
sion. 

" My kind Lily," murmured the lady. " And 
if I were ill would you care for me P" 

But, as was her wont, when speaking to the 
little girl, she did not wait for an answer ; .but, 
tearing off her bonnet, and without any change of 
attire, descended to the dinner table, much, to the 
disgust of the domestics, who were scandalized, at 
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her. carelessness. However, the fashionable. lady 
had thonghts of more importance to-day than 

. even dress to. occupy .her. 

Weary and absent she retired to rest at a much 
earlier hour than, usual. Lily, who since her re- 

. turn had , shared the . same couch with her aunt, 
l?y sleeping peacefully there ; and fearing to dis- 
turb the child, the Countess crept quietly beside 
her, striving to forget herself in slumber; but 
she courted .sleep in vain. Hours passed while 
she listened to. the soft breathing of the innocent 

. slumberer ; and at last, impatient for resf;, she 
arose, and took a more potent dose of opium than 
she had ever yet ventured on, and , soon after- 
wards she slept. 

Lily woke, next morning . fresh as an openipg 
violet. One aim of .her aunt had been thrown 
around her, and it must have been its weight. on 
her chest that disturbed her. so early, for the light 
was but fainfly fltrpggling thropgb the closed 
shutters. 

She feared to stir lest she should wake her 
relative, . on whose brow she had seen so much 
care and sorrow the previous evening. She tried 
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Earl De Burg returned to his late wife's resi- 
dence, which was part of her marriage settlement, 
and she could have willed it to whom she pleased. 
All knew that Lily was to have been the heiress, 
but how was it to be now? 

Curiosity prompted him to ask for an interview 
with his wife's favourite, and when she Gntefed 
the great man felt actually humbled iA the 
presence of the innocent being who stood before 
him, radiant in her childish beauty, and with her 
violet eyes staring wistfully at him, as though by 
their silent appeal she could gather what h& 
wanted with her ; but it seemed to the little girl 
that he did not want her at all, fot he only placed 
his hand on her thick curia, and after taking 
one long wondering gaze into her blushing face, 
left the room abruptly. 

He had not spoken a word to hear, but many a 
time in after years the sweet presence of that little 
child was recalled by the proud Earl with a feel- 
ing of mysterious tenderness and awe. 

Was Lily really an heiress ? Will her faturebe 
as bright as it Was bo often pictured in the imagi- 
nation of Lady De Burg. 
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That fond but careless relative had died intes- 
tate, and Lily's only heritage for the present are 
her beauty and amiable qualities. 

The servants were dismissed, while Ellen was 
sent home with the unhappy orphan. But the 
worst trial was yet to come, for in a few days Mrs. 
Werter received a formal notice through the Earl's 
solicitor to remove immediately, as the statesman 
wished to have his affairs arranged before resum- 
ing his parliamentary duties. There was no word 
of regret, or the slightest allusion m*de for the 
future provision of his wife'fl relatives. So the 
wretched widow looked aroun4 for shelter frogi 
the gathering tempeat, but could find wne. 

Poor Lily. Your childish wishe* $fe #ow ac- 
complished. You, who would got like to t>0 $P 
heiresa, preferring, m your childish fai^y, $h#t 
poverty whi$h might epaMe yw to $hpv the 
.atrength of your devotion to those you loved; ,*nd 
that love will soon be tried in bittera^s^ jmd 
gloom, which would make your jomg fcwt qu#l 
i6van to thiak of; but it is a blessing jt&at u evils 
do not cast their shadow* before " m jftv? bwtfpl 
days of childhood, 

I 2 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



A PEEP OYER THE If ALL. 



' ... I am shunned. 

And hated like a sickness : made a scorn 

To all degrees and sexes." 

The Witch or Edmonton. 



The letter that Mrs. Werter had received from the 
Earl's solicitor deprived her of the last remnant 
of that hope which had hitherto sustained her ; 
each word of the cold epistle added a pang to her 
sorrow, and showed her but too plainly how 
utterly friendless were herself and children ; her 
resources were very limited : for ever simple in 
her habits, Florence possessed no jewels or even 
trinkets of any great value, with the exception of 
a few rings, a watch, and a pearl bracelet This 
latter ornament had been one of her husband's 
bridal gifts, and was treasured, not for its intrinsic 
worth, but for the sacred memories that twined 
-around it Louisa, also, had nothing to boast of, 
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and when all their little store was united, it made 
a scanty provision for the future, 

Now for the first time Lily truly comprehended 
and regretted the loss of her inheritance ; she had 
assisted in collecting their miserable trifles, and 
her mother's gaze of sorrowful bewilderment, as 
she bent her eyes upon them, smote sorely upon 
her heart, for she felt how helpless she would be 
in the time of trouble to render any assistance. 

The morning's post brought another letter to 
Mrs. Werter, who stood turning and twisting it 
about as though dreading to break the seal. It 
was not in the solicitor's writing, but in that of a 
stranger's, so she gave it to Louisa, sinking on a 
chair and fearing to hear that the contents should 
be to announce the hour of their removing from 
the only home they now had in the world. 

The young girl broke the seal, while an ejacu- 
lation of relief escaped her. It was from the Earl 
himself, and its tone was kindly. But that kind- 
ness sounded so formal, that it seemed forced out 
of its natural channel. Still it was a reprieve 
from the present misery, as it informed them that 
the estate had been sold, but that the purchaser 
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did not require immediate possession. Thus went 
on the epistle : " Months might elapse before it 
would be claimed, and the gentleman would feel 
obliged by Mis. Werter continuing to make it her 
residence until she should hear further parti- 
culars." 

So a month passed without a word from the 
proprietor, and Mrs. Werter becoming anxious 
about her uncertain position, wrote, making 
enquiries to the solicitor, but all the information 
he could give was that Earl De Burg had nothing 
further to say to the estate, nor could he tell 
where to find its owner. 

Feeling her equivocal situation almost insup- 
portable, Florence next sought through other 
channels to discover the purchaser, but could gain 
no clue to the truth ; some said he was a rich 
butter merchant, others that he was a demented 
astronomer, and a third party that he was an 
antiquarian, who had forgotten all about it in 
some new discovery. 

Thus time went on, until the tenants insisted on 
paying thier rents as usual to the widow, who 
thought it advisable to write to Earl De Burg 
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for advice, but who replied that in the prolonged 
non-appearance of the purchaser, that she 
full authority over the unclaimed estate, and 
should receive tjie re^ts as formerly. "This,'' 
he added, " I am advising as long as the lawyer 
declines to act." No further information could 
she glean about this mysterious person, and 
although not attempting to follow the nobleman's 
advice in appropriating the rents, the Werters 
still possessed a comfortable home. 

While matters were at this juncture, Mrs. 
Ajmsby wrote again to urge Louisa's long 
deferred visit, of which she was the more 
desirous, because she imagined that her presence? 
would be beneficial to Julia, who now but vaguely 
comprehended the position of her little playmate, 
at one time fancying her in the house while 
calling on her name, and another believing that 
she was dead, at which she wept ; but the next 
moment forgot that such things as grief or death 
had ever been the visitants of this fair world. 

The hollownesg of friendship has been a 
frequent theme for the poet's muse, and the poets 



175 LOVE OB HATRED. 

were right at least in such instances as Rosebud 
Armsby, she was regaling herself among the 
other flowers of the garden, sipping in imagi- 
nation all sorts of honied bliss, while figuring as 
the bride elect of Captain Somers. Such delightful 
phantasies could scarcely fail to deepen the car- 
nation of the fairy's cheeks, and put to shame 
the duller hues that bloomed in fraternal simili- 
tude in the druggist's boxes. 

" Yes," murmured that romantic being to the 
trees, for nothing else was visible, "Yes, 
Louisa, that school girl minx, that bread and 
butter hypocrite, shall yet be foiled, shall be 
removed from his path, if by nothing else, at least 
by poverty, for surely he would never wed a 
pauper! Then, Audley, thy young heart will 
return to its first and only love, for here within 
this bosom it shall meet the counterpart of its 
own unshaken passion ; here in this breast, whose 
every rise and fall is drawn from the inspiration 
of thine enchanting beauty, shalt thou be 
rewarded for thy truth and constancy. Oh, 
sweetest, purest of all earthly beings, beloved 
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Audley, idol of my soul, the happiness of thy 
smiles shall make the paradise of thy faithful 
Kosebud." 

The cold dews fell fast upon the rhapsodist 
while uttering these quixotic fancies, and she 
retarned to ther drawing-room as rigid as the 
statue of winter which stood oh the terrace 
garden. 

" My sweetest/'* remarked the Granny, " you 
are quite pale, and must not be so much alone ; 
really, I do believe that poor Lady De B urg's 
death has preyed too heavily on your spirits. 
Come, child, you should get rid of those acute 
sensibilities, which -are as bad for your health as 
detrimental to your beauty — poor Mrs. Werter, 
her sorrows must be great indeed." The last 
sentence was more the echo of her thoughts than 
an expression of the tongue, and when Mrs. 
Armsby took her place at the tea table, the kind 
maiden finished the thought outright. 

"My dear," she said, "had we not better 
write to the poor young widow ; indeed I feel our 
silence must be hurtful to her, with such a care- 
less husband as she had too, leaving behind him 

i 5 
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all those children thrown upon the bounty of his 
sister, and now she too is gone ; they tell me that 
she made no will, so that Lily will not get a 
penny after all, and who knows how they are 
situated ; had we not better write to Florence, Mrs. 
Armsby?" 

"Yes, indeed, I think we should," was the 
reply, but still the letter was put off from day to 
day, until Miss Augusta, impatient of waiting 
for her sister's courtesy, wrote independently, 
forming many excuses for the long silence. In 
her epistle the Granny enclosed a cheque for fifty 
pounds to purchase a present for Lily ; so the kind 
soul, feeling she had done a good action by the 
happiness that danced ^so merrily in her heart, 
took the cheque from the envelope and doubled 
the amount, sending friendly enquiries for all, 
and expressing a cordial wish that Louisa would 
come to them at once, for "her gentle Rosebud 
was pining to see her." 

The sun bursting suddenly from gloomy clouds, 
could scarcely appear brighter than the smile that 
illtunined the face of Mrs. Werter ooa receiving 
the letter of Augusta ; the cheque, welcome <as it 
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was to one in her situation, sank into insig- 
nificance compared to the kindly lines ; it was so 
pleasant to feel herself not quite forgotten in the 
hour of her distress by those whom she esteemed 
and loved. 

Harriet Thompson was still retained in the 
service of Mrs. Werter, as her attachment for 
Lily covered -every fault Florence, feeling it 
unwise to incur any useless expense, dismissed 
the housemaid, and installed Harriet in her place, 
who soon became a domestic factotum — now 
Louisa's dressmaker and anon a tailor for the 
boys, in everything making herself so useful that 
all wondered how they pould have got on without 
her. 

She was one day giving her little charge a 
lesson in the art of making a doll's bonnet ; they 
were in the orchard, and could see from where 
they sat over the low ivied wall far into the 
shadow of a miniature forest beyond the river. 
Suddenly the maid wa3 startled by the child 
flinging the work .aside as she flaw to the parapet 
over which she leaned, while gassing intently at 
two figures who stood closp by the river's brink 
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evidently in earnest conversation. The little 
girl recognized one to be Mr. Fitzroy, and the 
other the solicitor's clerk who had been managing 
the Earl's business. 

" What are they doing ?" asked Lily, anxiously. 
" Oh ! Harriet, that man never comes except for 
evil." 

" Nay, Miss Lily, darling. What can he have 
to do with us now, let them talk away, so come 
to finish your bonnet." 

" Harriet," continued the child, thoughtfully, 
" what a dreadful thing it would be if Mr. 
Fitzroy should prove the mysterious purchaser of 
this place, for you know how mother hates him." 
" Oh, folly, my dear Miss Lily ; you must not 
let such a thought escape you in the presence of 
your poor mamma, who has trouble enough 
already ;" the maid drew the child from the wall 
as she spoke, and turning, confronted the livid 
features of Mrs. Werter. 

u My child," said the widow, keeping her eyes 
fixed upon the figures near the river, "you are 
right, but do not weep, my Lily, for we shall 
escape him now as we have done before." Still 
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the little girl clung to her mother's dress, for she 
had read a grief almost amounting to despair on 
that white face, as it appeared so startlingly before 
her. 

An unwelcome light had flashed across the 
mind of Florence on first discovering Mr. Fitzroy 
with the solicitor's clerk, and the child's words 
were but the reflection of it. The usurer 
evidently was the purchaser of their present home. 

Haunted by the idea that she was owing both 
shelter and sustenance to one whom she con- 
sidered as an enemy, Mrs. Werter next day 
bade Lily prepare to accompany her to the village, 
when, with her veil drawn over her features, and 
holding the little girl by the hand, she was 
greeted at every turn with respectful courtesy. 
They passed the whitewashed houses with the 
rosy children in the doorways, and entered upon 
a lonely road, down which they quickened their 
pace until they stopped at a neat thatched cottage 
with green sashes and tiny brass knocker. Lily 
read on one of the windows : " This house to be 
let." She had asked no question so far, and was 
longing to enquire what her mother could be 
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about, when her attention was arrested by an old 
woman who answered their summons, and who 
bobbed an abrupt curtsey to them, 

" May I look through the cottage/' asked the 
widow. 

*" To be eure, me lady," answered the wcwaaaji, 
again bobbing, and opening the doors, while she 
gave a high recommendation to every apartment, 
which she had laid out in her own way for some 
particular purpose. 

"It is neat and clean/' remarked Mrs. 
Werter, " and the rent must be low ;" going to 
the door she placed a piece of silver in the old 
woman's hand, adding, u Give me the address of 
the landlord, for most likely I shall want this 
cottage/' 

" Maybe for an old servant like myself, my 
lady/' said the woman, giving the address ; but 
receiving no answer, she pocketed the coin, with 
a -shower of blessings for the bounty. 

" What do you want with that bit of a place, 
mamma?" asked Lily, on their way home. 

u No matter, Lily ; eay nothing about it to 
anyone." 
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This was enough for the child, who walked 
along in silence, wondering what her mother 
meant to do with the -shabby little house. 

A gentleman had followed them from the gate 
of their own lawn, and remained in the distance 
while they were in the cottage ; when, however, 
he observed th©y were out of sight, be knocked 
loudly at the same house, u To be let," and after 
looking through it, put a <jrown piece into the 
woman's hand, who, no doubt, believing this to 
bfe her "kicky day,*' repeated "Thursday, Thurs- 
day/' until the visitor was well nigh out of 
patience. 

" Did the lady in black make any arrangements 
about taking the cottage ?" he asked. 

" Thursday, Thursday," replied the dame. 

" I say, did the lady engage the cottage ?" 

"Thursday, Thursday,'* repeated the crone, 
chuckling over her wealth, until Mr. Fitzroy— 
for it was he — receiving no answer, having put 
the question so often that he believed the woman 
to be demented, turned towards the door, and 
was about to leave the place in high dudgeon, 
when he was arrested by a withered hand laid 
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eagerly on his arm, and the woman at length 
said — 

" La ! yes, sir ; she took it, or all as one, for 
she will take it unless your honour fancies it ; if 
so, I need not say a word about her to the land- 
lord, and it is yours, sir." 

Mr. Fitzroy, looking very surly and out of 
sorts, walked in silence through the door, and 
strove to overtake Mrs. Werter. 

" Ha !" he muttered, " so she suspects, and 
will not remain where she would owe a home to 
me. How has she learned my secret ? But it is 
useless for her to fly me ; I shall conquer, despite 
her efforts or dislike. I have sworn it, and no 
power shall make me break my vow." 
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CHAPTER XV. 



AN UNWELCOME PROPOSAL. 



" Were there nor heaven or hell, 
I should be honest : I hare long served virtue, 
And never ta'en wages of her." 

Duchess of Malty. 



During the week following her visit to the 
thatched cottage, Mrs. Werter set fresh enquiries 
on foot, and found her suspicions realised — th$t 
Mr. Fitzroy was the silent purchaser of the 
estate. She had seen the landlord and settled 
about the rent of the cottage ; had commissioned 
Harriet to purchase some cheap furniture, and 
despatched Louisa to superintend the new ar- 
rangements. 

The little bundle of trinkets, the watch, rings, 
and bracelet, were the last things packed, and 
the widow stood gazing upon the open trunk in 
bitterness at its meagre store, and weeping as 
she gazed ; when suddenly a strong arm was 
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thrown round her, and she was held in a trem- 
bling embrace. One word of endearment was 
breathed into her ear, and she started as though 
stung by a serpent ; then struggling with un- 
natural strength, she wrenched the arms from 
about her. 

u Forgive me," said Mr. Fitzroy ; " I have 
sought you night and day \ have known no rest 
— no peace, until I discovered your retreat. Afar 
I have looked upon your face and heard your 
voice, never daring to approach you ; bat now 
that your are in fresh sorrow, my love has over- 
come even your repugnance." 

" The sorrow that you speak of," replied Mrs. 
Werter, " is a happiness compared to the misery 
of your presence. Oh ! sir, true love never yet 
intruded where it felt itself unwelcome. Why 
can I not mourn over my many griefs without 
being tortured by the prying eyes of a base and 
selfish passion ?" 

" Florence," and this time the man's tears and 
voice might have moved a stranger's pity — " Mrs. 
Werter, accept at least my friendship ; it is all I 
hope for. This place was sold by the grasping 
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Earl, but — but it is yours. I— Call it your 
home, and you shall never see me more." 

"You have bought the place?" she asked, 
gently. 

" Yes." The monosyllable struggled through 
the quivering lips, but with a gesture of pride 
that moved compassion in her breast more than 
his weakness had done, he continued, 

" I bought it, and would present you with it 
You need not fear me, for I will intrude no more. 
Let me but compensate a little for the home I 
helped to deprive you of, and I shall return 
to England never again to set foot on Irish soil, 
unless, indeed, your mercy might recall me." 

The widow was softened, and sank upon a seat 
weeping afresh ; in a second he was at her side, 
in distress and supplication; but she shrank 
from him timidly. 

€i Thank you," she said ; " in this one act you 
have at least been generous, but the past forbids 
me in the present or the future, to accept a kind- 
ness at your hands." 

"Hay, Mrs. Werter, let ma atone for the past in 
the present, and the future shall speak for itself. 
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tinned ; " and yet you are only the Becond being 
in the wide world I care for. Little girl, your 
sweet face is impressed on the good side of my 
heart, and yet yon hate me. Why is it so, Lily 7" 

"Oh! sir," answered the distressed child, "I 
do not know, but I am very sorry for it ; pray 
excuse me." 

" Well, I will excuse you," said he, amused 
at the candour of her speech, "on condition that 
you will try to think better of me." 

" I will, sir,'* promised Lily, glad to be re- 
leased ; " and I do like you better now." 

"Will you kiss me then, Lily?" he asked; 
but she shrank back at the question. u Yoti will 
not? Yet I have seen you kiss Captain Somers 
a hundred times. — Farewell, and remember that 
you have promised not to hate me any more." 

He turned away, and Lily felt inclined to fol- 
low and do what he had asked her ; she was so 
sorry for him, but she had no courage, and so ran 
off in another direction. 

The man's look changed as she disappeared 
from sorrow to a diabolical cunning, and deter - 
mined purpose. 
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" Ha !" he muttered, " I have acquitted my- 
self well ; and now, proud dame, to humble you 
— a wife — good, good — and Eleanor— fooL She 
thinks I love her — oh ! Florence, my hate for you 
makes all the sweetness of my life I" 

Lily found her mother dressed in her crape 
bonnet and widow's cloak. She was longing to 
be off to the newly hired cottage, with its plain 
furniture and thatched roof; anywhere so that 
she could be free from the presence of Fitzroy. 
So she placed the key in the old servant's hand, 
by way of rendering up possession ; then clutch- 
ing her little daughter's fingers very tightly, drew 
her veil over her face, and was soon on her 
way to the humble village. 

As they passed the last of its little houses, 
Lily's hand was craugfafc in a friendly grasp, and 
the voice of William Ldndley exclaimed— 

" Lily, Mrs. Werter, I am so wretched at all 
this new trouble tihat bus come upon you." 

The «ohild said not a word ; but Florence raised 
her veil to took upon the noble countenance of 
the new comer. 
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*' You are very kind, William," she said, u and 
I hope you will not be ashamed to visit us in our 
oottage home." 

a Ashamed ! " echoed Lijy ; for now the boy 
was silent, and his dark eyes were deepened with 
a shade of sadness. 

€i Mrs. Werler," he said, at length, " do not 
distrust'me, and rest assured that I shall feel 
honoured by the visits ; but — but, how will you 
all live in that little place, it is so different to 
what you have been accustomed ?" 

He glanced at Lily as he spoke. 

"Come and see for yourself," answered the 
brave woman. "In the meantime join us now, 
and we shall take you all over our grand new 
mansion." 

Delighted at the proposal, William turned, and 
they were soon standing on the broad flag before 
the green hall door. 

The little house with its muslin blinds half-way 
up each window, looked fresh and neat enough ; 
but William Lindley turned pale as he entered 
its narrow hall. 
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" She will droop and die here," thought he to 
himself, glancing at the fragile figure of the beau- 
tiful orphan by his side. 

They entered the tiny parlour, which boasted of 
a cheap drugget, in the centre of which stood a 
deal table, with a red cloth spread partially over 
it, while near the walls stood stiffly six painted 
chairs. There was no chimney glass over the 
mantel-piece, but a splendid ornament of better 
times graced its wooden architraves ; a red damask 
drapery hung in scanty folds over the window ; a 
cupboard, covered with the same gaudy papering 
as the wall, and the likeness of Colonel Werter, 
which was a splendid oil painting, looked down 
as if in compassion on the faded grandeur of his 
family. They passed to the bed- rooms, three in 
number, small, white, clean, but scantily fur- 
nished; then to the kitchen, and back again to 
the parlour, where Louisa was now seated on one 
of the hard chairs, looking very disconsolate. Not 
perceiving William, she turned to Mrs. Werter, 
saying, sharply — 

t€ Mother, I shall not live here. I would seek 
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my bread as a menial before I could mope myself 
to death in this dreadful hut.'* 

" My dear/' interrupted the widow, ashamed 
of the temper displayed by her step-daughter, 
" here's a young friend who takes an interest in 
all our welfare." 

The girl, half ashamed, greeted Lindley stiffly, 
and left the room. 

The boy strove to direct the thoughts of his 
hostess by entering into various topics or discuss* 
ing their future plans ; but she grew absent in 
her replies, until he took an affectionate farewell, 
begging permission to return often. 

On his way home, however, lie remembered 
that his college holidays were well nigh over, and 
he grew sad and dispirited at the prospect of his 
studies, though he had hitherto been the model of 
an attentive student 

Almost the first thing that Mrs. Werter did on 
being quietly settled in her cottage was to take 
Charlie and Bamber from the expensive school 
which was now out of her power to pay for, 
And place them with the village tutor under her 
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own superintendence, and their progress was 
better than she at first expected. 

Lily still improved wonderfally, although only 
now instructed by a shabby genteel governess, in 
whose gloomy parlour she spent a certain portion 
of every morning. If the day were fine she went 
ont the earlier, taking a round by the fields, that 
she might listen to the birds singing, or con over 
her lessons on the way. If wet, she pat on her 
galoshes, tucked up her short dress still shorter 
under her tiny cloak, and with her parasol over 
her head, and her joyous little face undimmed in 
its heart-light by the drenching atmosphere, 
tripped on as merrily in the rain as the birds in 
the sunshine. But within the last week poor 
Lily's pace became slower, and a tear started 
from the bright eye, as she paused to hear the 
warbling of a robin in the hedge, for in this 
week she had gone to her governess at a lower 
recompense than formerly; consequently she 
was obliged to give up music, which had been 
her favourite Btudy. Still, the good-natured 
governess, in reward for diligence and attention, 
often favoured Lily with some favourite airs on 
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her old-fashioned pianoforte, in which the youth- 
ful voice was joined with such effect, that the 
lady could not tell which — she or her pupil — 
was the better pleased. 

After such treats, the child returned home, 
as blithe as ever ; and the remainder of the 
evening the cottage would be filled by delicious 
harmony. , Oh ! how she longed for the dear 
music lessons once more, for the enchanting 
strains of a Buy a Broom." . No devotie of the 
opera ever wished so ardently for a feast of 
melody as did Lily for that simple lay. 

Mrs. Werter became poorer every day, and to 
eke out the remainder of her miserable pittance, 
had no other resource than the everlasting one 
of accepting needlework, which was heaped upon 
her from all quarters ; and had sewing machines 
then been in vogue, she might have made a 
fortune; but unfortunately the only instrument 
then in fashion were the pale fingers of the ill- 
paid sempstress. 

There were few of her wealthy neighbours 
who did not sympathize with her for a time ; 
.but it was that kind of sympathy which is to 
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be met with every day, and on which the Wer- 
ters might respectably starve. There were care- 
less words of condolence, a supercilious look 
that was meant to express pity, both as hollow 
as the hearts who offered them. Sometimes, but 
rarely, a basket of fruit or vegetables, sent with 
the donor's compliments, which Florence would 
rather not have accepted; however, gradually 
these fell off, until about three months after 
her first entrance in the cottage home, she 
was deserted by all her grand acquaintances, 
except the Lindleys, which family, of antique 
and true respectability, remained unshaken in 
its fidelity, seconded only by the friendship of 
the Newtons. 

It was sad, yet beautiful, to watch the young 
widow go about her humble home, with bustling 
housewife thriftiness ; to see the white arms 
bared to the dimpled elbows, while her hands 
dabbled in the dough of the home-made bread ; 
or her face, bent cheerfully over the stiff white 
calico, which she stitched with nimble fingers ; 
to hear the gentle words of encouragement ad- 
dressed to the dissatisfied Louisa ; her sage 
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advice to the wild Charlie, and her soft tones of 
endearment to Lily or Bamber ; and, above all, 
to see her in the stillness of the night, hours after 
the children had retired, drag her weary limbs to 
rest within the scanty-looking bedroom, and 
kneel, with almost the resignation of a martyr, 
to offer thanks for all the blessings she possessed. 

She knew, however, that with all her efforts, 
her little store was rapidly decreasing, and 
that Miss Augusta' 8 coins were slipping fast from 
the leather bag where they were hoarded up 
with much caution. Many a time after gazing 
upon it, and counting the precious shillings, she 
would lock it up again without a word to mortal 
of the fear or grief that oppressed her ; but only 
set to work the harder, with a stouter heart and 
more determined purpose. 

How great is woman's heroism P yet how few 
nstances of it are chronicled to the world besides 
the noble courage of Joan of Arc, inspired as she 
was by a love of fatherland. Surely woman can 
be brave without a sword or pistol in her girdle ; 
for is she not brave, who, reared in luxury, and 
knowing poverty but by name, suddenly finds her- 
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self sunk in its lowest depths, with a family of 
helpless children to provide for, and yet can go 
cheerfully on her miserable path, calling the few 
flowers that may grow upon it, and with their 
perfume reviving the drooping spirits of the weak 
ones ? Oh ! surely she is a heroine and a victor 
who can do this. Who, deprived of a home of 
ease and affluence, must toil for her bread, and can 
still smile encouragement to those who look to her 
for aid. Florence was a heroine in her strong heart's 
faithfulness, and a victor in her christian duties. 

And how many women toil on like her from 
day to day, in misery, want, and famine, uncheered 
by a friendly voice, unrewarded by any victory, 
except that which is gained over self; she is 
strong and unflinching in what is right 
Striving hard to do that which can smooth the 
wretchedness of perhaps a thankless family ; yet 
that heroism is not proclaimed to the world, nor 
should it be, for it is registered upon a mightier 
scroll than worldly honours. 

Who could doubt the heroism of Mrs. Werter, 
when she turned from her decreasing store without 
a thought of vain repining P And not only with 
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increase of power, but an incentive globing in 
every nerve to make her work the harder. 

Harriet Thompson had insisted o* remaining in 
her situation at a decrease of wages, but after a 
few months, perhaps coming to a better under- 
standing with her pocket, she decamped, like the 
last follower of James II. The Werters attached 
no further importance to this mysterious disap- 
pearance than the inconvenience it first created, 
and from that morning Lily forgot to pine for the 
music that echoed through the vacant chambers 
of her soul. Every other study was also given 
up without a sigh, and yet she loved them all ; 
still she was happy, for there was a more sacred 
music [singing in her heart, although her voice 
was now but seldom raised. She could help all 
those loved ones at least. She would be of some 
importance in the family. She would be the little 
servant. Oh! how glad she was that Harriet 
ran away. 

Lily left her books to become a household 
drudge ; and all the time Edmond Fitzroy was 
gloating in secret over their poverty, and 
hugging his vengeance closer to his heart. 



LOVE OB HATRED. 201 



CHAPTER XVL 



A STRUGGLE. 



"How ruthless men are to adversity U 
My acquaintance scarce will know me when we meet." 

Cooke. 



There are few people who have not read or listened 
to a description of a battle-field, as children listen 
to' a fairy tale ; but what tongue can picture^ what 
pen relate the thousand horrors of that dreadful 
spectacle. Those descriptions are as familiar as 
household words to almost every heart, although 
Louisa Werter gazed in utter hopelessness upon a 
paragraph of much less moment that was inserted 
in the newspapers. 

It was the announcement of a slight 
wound received by Captain Somers through 
accident, which her imagination exaggerated so 
terribly that his image rose before her as when 
they had first met, in all his manly beauty and 
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youthful spiightliness ; then as in a panorama of 
what she fancied to be ensuing events, she saw 
him encouraging his men by his own bravery, 
until at last he lay upon a battle-field, with 
gaping scars upon his features, his hair clotted in 
the blood that oozed from them, his dying eyes 
meeting hers in horrible vividness, and his hands 
crimsoned with gore, stretched out to gripe her 
in a wild death-struggle. 

The girl screamed faintly at the terrible vision, 
and endeavoured to flee from the paper on which 
her gaze was riveted in strange terror, but her 
limbs refused to obey the impulse of her will, 
and she was obliged to remain in that pitiable 
state, unable to move a muscle. 

Mrs. Werter entered the apartment on the 
moment the.paper was falling from the nerveless 
fingers, and deeming her about to swoon, held a 
glass of water to her lips, but she had not the 
power to swallow. Lily flew from the kitchen at 
her mother's call, and seeing the white face of her 
sister, dashed the contents of the glass upon it, 
and soon had the satisfaction of seeing the lips 
regain their colour ; presently they led her to the 
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opposite apartment, and placed her upon Charley's 
bed, from which, after an hour, she declared her- 
self able to rise. This Florence would not listen 
to, but quietly bringing the garment she had been 
stitching to thebedside,tookher seat, and stealthily 
watched the tears that now and then trickled 
down the pale face of the sufferer. 

"Poor girl" she thought sadly, "this is all 
brought on from hard work and late hours." She 
did not imagine that the newspaper could have 
been the instrument that had lacerated the heart 
of Louisa with a grief that was sharper while it 
lasted than the blade of the guillotine, 

Lily, who had grown very expert in house- 
keeping, set about making some beef tea for the 
invalid. While thus occupied she murmured, 
u My poor sister, this comes from the confine- 
ment of that stupid sewing ; it is nothing but 
stitch, stitch, knot and thread, until the poor 
fingers Weed, and the eyes are weary." So the 
child went on muttering to herself until the soup 
was ready, and she was rewarded by a smile of 
thanks and a word of praUe from Louisa, who 
pronounced it beautiful, yet looked upon it 
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with as much abhorrence as if it meant to choke 
her. 

In the conrse of the evening Mrs. Werter, 
becoming alarmed at her step-daughter's appear- 
ance, proposed sending for the village surgeon, 
but Louisa declared herself perfectly recovered, 
and begged her not to do so. Next morning her 
face still bore the marks of intense suffering, and 
for days her appetite completely failed. Then 
Florence, dreading a lingering illness, secretly 
summoned the practitioner nearest at hand. 
Louisa, who was bending over some calico, endea- 
vouring to help in a hurried order, as he entered, 
started and nearly fainted at his appearance ; it 
was such an odd thing for a stranger to enter the 
cottage now, that when a gentleman stood before 
her she fancied him in some way connected with 
Audley Somers, and was terrified ; but when he 
took a seat beside her, and felt her pulse, &c, the 
illusion was dispelled, and she burst into tears. 
It was so unusual to witness such weakness in 
Louisa, that Florence, more perplexed than ever, 
followed the visitor into the hall, and there held a 
consultation, the result of which was a hint that 
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when the invalid was able she should have change 
of scene ; and that evening it was arranged than 
Colonel Werter's daughter should go out as a 
governess. 

There was no fear of any dangerous illness, but 
the surgeon said her health would certainly give 
way under the close drudgery of a sempstress. 
So, Mrs. Werter, ever swift to act in the welfare 
of others, set at once about procuring a teacher's 
situation, by calling upon those who would likely 
befriend her. It would have been distasteful to 
one' less sensitive than she was to pull the bell 
and give a timid double* knock at the doors where 
her servants used to assert their importance in 
such a different style before ; but she was poor 
now, and dare not approach the dwellings of the 
rich, although therein she had often been received 
as a welcome guest, without feeling now the 
difference of her position to that of the haughty 
inhabitants. 

As she drew near the close of her walk her pace 
became slower, as though her feet were reluctant 
to follow the dictates of her will ; still she con- 
quered her natural dislike, and after waiting half 
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an hoar in the hall of one proud and worldly 
individual, was shown into the back parlour, 
where she was joined by the gentleman of the 
house, who, having awkwardly excused his wife, 
a former friend, as awkwardly handed his visitor 
a chair. 

Was this man one of the many guests who 
had gathered round her board in the harvest of 
ber prosperity ? who, rfow that its abundance waa 
dried and withered up, now that the miserable 
proprietor was cast into the field of toil and 
labour, turned so coldly from the woman he had 
before admired and flattered ? 

In a moment the widow, regaining her self- 
possession, looked upon the cringing puppet be- 
fore her, and one would fenoy it was he who sued 
for a favour, Florence, however, left the bouse 
with strong letters of recommendation and many 
fair promises. 

If her husband's child should be a dependant 
in the house of a stranger, it must be where she 
could be happy, or not at all ; consequently many 
situations were rejected. 

"Where," continued the advertisement, "where 
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she will be considered as one of the family, for a 
comfortable home is more an object than salary." 

After many difficulties and disappointments 
Louisa entered the family of a clergyman on the 
terms stipulated, where she met with such kind- 
ness and regard that, although her one little pupil . 
was petted and spoiled by her parents, she felt so 
happy and content that she wondered why she 
had remained so long in the miserable cottage. 

Dean Netherwell was a man of quiet homely 
habits, and truly christian principles, beloved by 
every creed, and honoured in every class. His 
fondness for his little girl, whom he looked upon 
with a species of idolatry, and an over- admiration 
for his pretty young wife, which admiration he 
considered vanity and hardness of spirit, were 
about the strongest feelings he possessed. When 
he was seduced into a childish game with the 
merry Lucy, or found himself giving an opinion 
on his wife's latest bonnet, he grew restless and 
uneasy, praying the more fervently for " God to 
give him a new heart," 

The dean's wife was twenty years younger than 
himself, and although sometimes enjoying a quiet 
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evening with a Mend, where music formed the 
principle object of attraction, was a good and 
charitable woman; not what is generally so 
termed, bat in heart and mind an upright honest 
little lady. At all events they were each beloved 
by the poor, and never censured by the rich ; how 
they managed to steer their course so clearly be- 
tween two such opposite courses was a mystery to 
many, yet they went on from day to day in peace 
and safety. 

Louisa was not long in noticing the attachment 
of this couple, and contrasting it with what she 
had seen between her own parents. Here there 
was nothing but a peaceful, and, as it were, a re- 
ligious feeling, a calm joy, a steady, beautiful 
happiness, that spread its beneficence to every 
bosom that came within its influence; it was 
something new and lovely for the young girl to 
ponder on. 

Colonel Werter had loved his wife, it is true ; 
but that love was alloyed and broken in its depths 
when contrasted with the peaceful affection, that 
bound these two in its many links of sympathy. 

Louisa could not choose but be comfortable 
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with those whose delight it was to make everyone 
happy. Lily would have been the same if her 
mother and brothers could have shared it with 
her. But to leave them in the thatched cottage, 
fed so roughly, and the dear beautiful face bend- 
ing over the everlasting work, with the uncom- 
plaining struggle of failing strength, would be 
completely out of her power, so Louisa had the 
best of it, and profited accordingly. 

Among the few intimate friends of the Dean 
was a gentleman who, since the addition of Miss 
Werter to the household circle, became even a 
more constant visitor at the Deanery, and whose 
undisguised admiration of the poor governess was 
not only sanctioned, but encouraged by the two 
heads of the establishment 

Sir Winfred Winlow soon learned to love Miss 
Werter, but was held from openly avowing the 
feeling by her coldness, and more particularly by 
the disparity of their ages — titled, wealthy, and, 
better still, rich in every noble quality, the gene- 
rous Baronet shrank from the fear of rejection by 
the poor but proud beauty, who had warmed his 
heart with a true passion, because his years 
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more than doubled the number of those that had 
rolled oyer the life of the beautiful lady of his 
heart. 

Now that the assistance of Miss Werter waa 
unavoidably withdrawn, Florence worked more, 
diligently ; joined frequently by Lily, who, dread-* 
ing to leave her mother so much alone, made 
many excuses to enter into her presence, and ask 
a hundred questions of little or no importance, 
until having tidied up the dinner or breakfast 
utensils, as the case might be, she would take a 
seat beside her as neat and clean as though she 
had never been busy with the lower occupations, 
and stitched away until the little fingers ached 
under the hard calico, and the golden head 
drooped over the willing hands, fighting and 
buffet ting with the sleep that, in spite of all her 
efforts, would oorae over her. 

Thus for another month or more they worked 
on cheerfully together ; then there was a gradual 
decrease of employment, which, in a short time, 
ceased altogether. After waiting a few days in 
idleness, and finding her little savings declining 
to the alarming point of the very last stage of 
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consumption, Florence determined to call on 
those who had already been of some service to 
her. But there she was informed that there was 
" no more needle work required." 

Having written to, or seen every one who had 
employed her as their sempstress, and not wish- 
ing again to trouble either the Lindleys or the 
Newtons, whose friendship had already been too 
severely taxed, she was one day returning dis- 
heartened and forlorn to her home, when she was 
accosted by a beggar, who, having a cloak drawn 
over her features, so that nothing could be seen 
but a pair of dark eyes, held out a partially muffled 
hand for charity; the widow searched a good 
while in her pocket, and found a halfpenny? 
after placing it in the other's palm, she was pro* 
ceeding on her way, when the stranger caught her 
by the dress, and muttered — 

91 Hist ! the errand you are on is fruitless, for 
no one will assist her who has other means of 
livelihood, and who, as the gentlefolk have 
learned, is under the protection of the millionaire 
Fitzroy. Start and tremble not, but listen. You 
are looked upon as an imposter, and people have 
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withdrawn their charity from the contamination 
of vice. Your character is rained, and yon must 
either starve or ask the aid of him whose influ- 
ence alone has now the power to help you." 

The words came hissing through the clenched 
teeth of the beggar, hot, fast and thick, until 
Mrs. Werter was stunned and sick at their revolt- 
ing import. At first she fancied that the woman 
must be mad; but if so, how could she have 
guessed her errand, or know anything of the 
stoppage of her employment. Throwing back 
her crape veil, in order to breathe more freely, 
she grasped the other for support, but her hand 
coming in contact with the cloak was, no doubt, 
mistaken for an effort to uncover the concealed 
features, for it was rudely cast aside, and the 
garment wrenched from her powerless fingers. 
Florence staggered to a bank by the road side, 
gazing in bewilderment after the mendicant, who 
walked across the fields with a quick and hobbling 
gait. 

Hagar in the wilderness was not more desolate 
than she, as she sat on that bank by the road 
side in the cold and nipping air ; for in the dis- 
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tance the hills were capped with snow, and from the 
bare trees around hung long icicles that glistened 
like radiating jewels in the faint ray of the winter's 
sun. She looked upon the blue sky with its 
fleecy clouds, and saw the snow flakes on the 
hard ground, but thought not ]of them — thought 
of nothing, for winter was in her soul, and if the 
world had been clad in sunshine and in flowers, it 
would not have been summer to her. So she sat 
there shivering in her sorrow, until the tears Were 
well nigh congealed upon her cheeks. 

Lily, becoming alarmed at the protracted delay 
of her mother, hurried on her hat and cloak, and 
went out ; she passed the village, and got into 
the lonely roadway, walking smartly on until she 
saw a black figure before her ; there was no need 
of a second glance to assure the loving heart of 
the dear object, so she bounded forward more 
swiftly than before. Florence, not hearing her 
approach, still sat in the same disconsolate atti- 
tude, until two little arms were twined around 
her, and a soft face was pressed against her own ; 
then she caught the panting girl to her heart, and 
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for the first time since she had seen the beggar 
there was a ray of comfort in the tears she shed. 

She had something to love*— one faithful affec- 
tion was still her own— one true heart that all the 
calumny in the world could never change j— then, 
also, she thought of the boys, her sons, and felt 
she was not quite desolate. No, not quite forlorn. 
Oh 1 if Charley were a man that he might avenge 
this hideous insult, that he might drag the vile 
tongue from its root which first wagged with 
that slanderous lie ! but he was still almost a 
babe, and she was but a weak woman, both help- 
less against power and position, wealth and 
wickedness. 

Lily wept with her mother; she knew not why, 
only felt that some new sorrow had come upon 
her; so she wept awhile, and waited quietly before 
she asked — 

" Mother, what is this that ails you now f* 

It was a simple question, yet the woman shrunk 
from it, as if the answer were to be the seal of 
her death warrant, because she could not explain 
to that pure soul the infamy of which she was 
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Accused. Conquering her emotion with a powerful 
effort, she evaded the anxious query, and smiling 
faintly pressed the gentle hand that sought her 
own ; and thus the widow and her child walked 
slowly home. 

That night was an early one at the cottage ; 
there was nothing to do> nothing to stitch, so 
they might as well retire to rest and try again to 
find some profit for the morrow. Yet, when the 
morning light peeped through the shutters of the 
mother's room* and die sat upon the edge of the 
bed, looking upon the sleeping Lily, she puszled 
her brains with the everlasting question of-— 
" What was to be done ?" She must get some 
employment, or else her children must starve. 
She determined at last to tell her grievance to 
Mrs. Lindley, for that true friend and gentle- 
woman would be sure not to turn from her, even 
in this strait. 

" What can keep her ?" thought Florence, as 
she waited in the study for Mrs. Lindley ; 
" surely she also will not forsake me. Could she 
believe those evil reports, or slight the friend of 
former days V 
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No. A footstep approaches ; the rustle of a 
dress came against the door ; the handle turned, 
and Mrs. Werter rose to her feet with a heart 
palpitating and flattering like a caged bird long- 
ing for its liberty. The door opened gently and 
Mrs. landless maid curtsied respectfully. 

" Please, madam, my mistress will see you in 
her boudoir," said the woman, holding the door 
open as the lady passed out Florence ascended 
the stairs in silence, step by step, slowly and 
sadly over the soft carpets, her heart fluttering 
more painfully as her trembling feet measure 
oach reluctant tread. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 



A FRIEND IN NEED. 



" How have I wronged my Mend, my faithful friend ! 
Bobbed him of what's more precious than his blood— 
His earthly heaven— the unspotted honour 
Of his soul-joying mistress ! " 

Tailor. 



J&fiss Werteb had been more than two months 
in the family of Dean Netherwell when his wife 
one morning entered the apartment specially 
allotted to the governess. It was a cozy little 
sitting-room, hnng richly with crimson drapery, 
which, added to the ruddy glow of the cheerful 
fire, formed a comfortable contrast to the snow- 
clad prospect outside the window. 

The lady had tapped gently before turning the 
handle of the door, but not receiving a reply had 
ventured forward. While a look of perplexity 
and grief sha lowed the kind eyes that drooped 
upon a letter which was held nervously in her 
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hand, she stood irresolute for a few moments 
gazing upon Louisa, who was seated upon a 
couch by the fire examining the daily papers, and 
casting those aside which were of a later date for 
one of six weeks old. Even as Mrs. Netherwell 
stood beside her she read and re-read one para- 
graph which fixed her attention to the total 
abolition of all thing* <eke. 

c< Latest departure fbom flie Hotel^aris, 

Captain Audley Somers, of the Eegiment, 

for his father's residence in the south of England, 
where rumour asserts he will shortly be united to 
the Hon. Jane Alcott, the beautiful and accom- 
plished daughter of Lord Stanley Alcott^* 

Mrs. Netherwell stood gazing upon her in 
amazement, for she could hardly 'imagine that it 
was in the pale governess to look so lovely ; the 
one want of whose classic features iras now 
supplied, the cold void llled up, for the colours 
of life and animation were spread over the white 
statue— heart and soul were breathing in those 
fine features, and Tier beanty for the time was 
perfect 

The couch on which she sat was covered with 
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/crimson damaak, which relieved the sable costtune 
that fitted Louisa's elegant form to perfection, 
revealing alone'the white throat and taper hands; 
her cheeks were slightly flashed fratn agitation, 
and her countenance wea lustrous with inward 
light, but its reflection was that of hate and 
•anger, rather Ahan any kind or womanly feeling. 
She storied when the £o£b hand of the clergy- 
man's wife was laid apon her shoulder^ a&dw 
ehe turned rooad the light faded &om her focq, 
leaving it as still and mournful as before, 

Tihe turning off of a larap or the blowing oat 
.of a candle that a second previously bad illu- 
xainated t the place in which it -stood, could <nat 
ha#e been more instanAaneoHaly noticeable than 
the «haoge that jcarae «osrer ,the features of Xhe 
£OFemes8. 

" My dear Miss Werter," began Mrs. Nether 
well, €i I j^gret having disturbed you, for you 
look so different now that yon >kaow J am tore 
<to whatjpu did when you<toougbtjfliw?self alone. 
Something in itbat 'Jfewdd' \m waved jrou 
strangely/' 

" Nothing," she replied, " wles* ,the ,new* of 

L 2 
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the convalescence of one who was a Mend in 
former years.'* 

%i That/' remarked Mrs. Netherwell, " mast 
sorely be a happiness." 

" Yes, if the friend be true," replied the girl. 

" My dear, a friend could not be false ; for if 
by circumstances he should appear so, time 
would prove the contrary. Should, unhappily, 
temptation make him waver in his feelings or 
purpose, then indeed he is no longer worthy of 
the name ; but when we can rejoice at the restora- 
tion of a mere acquaintance from a couch of 
suffering to health and enjoyment, how much 
more happiness can bring the convalescence of 
one who was dearly prized in the ' long ago 9 — 
that time which ever brings a sweet reminiscence 
to every heart, however cold it may appear exter- 
nally." 

" Some good-natured people," answered the 
other abruptly, "feel a satisfaction in the welfare 
of their acquaintances. I feel indifference — if 
indifference can be called a feeling." 

Louisa paused, and frowned darkly; then, 
with an energy that startled her companion, she 
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added, " there are others who would hail death 
as a boon from Heaven — death to the one most 
dearly loved, should he be false to the heart 
that trusted him ; aye, though earth should be a 
void, or worse, should be a wilderness of grief 
and woe for ever after." 

<€ Dear Miss Werter, pray speak more ra- 
tionally." 

" Rationally ! Oh ! Mrs. Netherwell, imagine 
a young girl, true and confiding ; imagine your 
own little daughter grown up to womanhood ; 
her love sued for — won — prized for a while ; then 
cast aside, scorned, and rejected for some new 
passion ; what should you say to him who broke 
her heart ? How would she feel, who was the 
victim of his falsehood ? Would she pine away 
in silence and sink into an early grave, thus 
conveniently dying to give place to a rival ? 
Would she act the virtuous heroine, by crown- 
ing their happiness with her forgiveness ? Well, 
I would not act so. It would be sweeter to me 
— it would be balm to my wounded pride — to 
see him — him, the loved but false one — stricken 
by the hand of judgment ; to watch him writhe 
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hi pain and torture, goaded by remorse, on, on 
to death, to the grave, to eternity ; to see him 
die*— die— die, although my soul, would sink with 
him into perdition." 

The governess had risen to her feet, under the 
influence of strong excitement ; but on perceiving* 
Mrs. Netherwell shrinking from her, she made a 
hurried apology, adding, with a sickly smile, " I 
— I have not been speaking of myself, but you 
know that some natures are more revengeful than 
others, and Heaven forbid that I should be de- 
ceived by one I trusted." 

" Heaven forbid, indeed/' echoed Mrs. Nether- 
well, emphatically. 

A strange fire still burned in the eyes of the 
governess as she spoke, which made the clergy- 
man's wife recoil from her ; remembering some 
narratives of the gipsy tribe, she thought her 
companion resembled the description of those who 
were most renowned for their revengeftil and 
dangerous character, but as she drew back she 
had unconsciously left the letter on the table, 
and Louisa's quick glance had scanned sufficient 
of it to arouse her curiosity— -could she have read! 
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farther, she would hare disdained to ask the 
question she uow put with such lively interest 

" Madam, does not that letter concern me in 
some way?" 

" Yes, but on mature consideration, I doubt 
if I shall show it you ; my husband advised me 
not." Mrs. Netherwell took up the letter, but 
again altering he* mind, she added, " Yet I 
know yom to be a person of sound seme, and 
although it may be a disagreeable task, I feel you 
will deal openly with me," 

Louisa bowed, and waited for Mrs. Netherwell 
to proceed. 

" This is to my husband," she said, is and I 
am disobeying his wishes in acquainting you with 
its contents, which I now do, as you will under- 
stand, to place myself and child in a true position; 
but let me first ask you a question or two. During 
your father's life time was there one of his friends 
more intimate at his home than the restP in fact 
did that person pay your mother more attention 
than need be ? No, that is not exactly what I 
want to say; what I mean is this, was 
there any jealousy going on between your 
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parents? did Colonel Werter approve of the 
intimacy of a Mr. Fitzroy, and what was the 
reason of your mother retiring so suddenly from 
society, where she had ever been the centre of 
attraction, and which caused so much talk and 
conjecture at the time." 

" Yes," replied Louisa, " one friend of my 
father's was more intimate than all the others 
during his life time— as you say, a Mr. Fitzroy — 
but he was never attentive to my step-mother, 
for I have good reason to believe that she disliked 
him, and disapproved of my father's confidence 
in him. There was no jealousy between my 
parents, there never was -cause for it ; and as for 
Mrs. Werter retiring from society, where her 
beauty and accomplishments made her a favourite 
with all, it was from choice; she loved the quietude 
of her own home better than the gaiety of others, 
and if it caused remark at the time, she was not 
aware of it. Had she been so, it would have 
given her no uneasiness, because she was mistress 
of her own actions, and could do as she thought 
fit, without consulting any other than her 
husband. I know not why you have put those 
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questions to me, dear Mrs. Netberwell; yon, 
from whose hands I have ever received so much 
kindness and consideration ." 

" See for yourself," replied Mrs. Netherwell, 
placing the letter in her hand, " your good sense 
will assist my weakness, for it must be weakness 
that prompts me to disobey my husband. But 
you are a girl of strong mind, and can judge for 
yourself if I am justified in asking questions 
which may have seemed to you impertinent or 
uncalled for." 

Without a word the girl unfolded the letter, 
and read with great composure lines that would 
have set lily half crazed with passion and indig- 
nation, could her childish comprehension have 
taken in but half their meaning. 

" To Dean Netherwell, 

lc Reverend Sir, — Having a sincere regard 
for yourself and family, I take the liberty of a 
friend in asking if you have made sufficient 
enquiries to warrant your retaining in your house- 
hold as the companion of your beautiful wife, 

l S 
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aad as the preeeptress of you innocent child* 
one whose step-mother has been on terms of a 
most suspicious nature daring her husbsad'a 
life time with his trusted friend, & Mr. Fiteroy. 
Sorely one may ask if you do weU in trusting 
yout treasure in such unsafe keeping ? Dear air, 
I ptay yon to consider this matter ; ask Miae 
Werter if she cannot corroborate the fact of Mr. 
Fitzroy's intimacy at her father's house, sod 
question her about htir mother's retiring from 
society in so sudden and mysterious a manner. 
Bat doubtless Mrs* Netherwell has heard long 
siruce of this, as it wa» a matter of notoriety in 
the fashionable world, and the many reports that 
were then correal* which she cannot fail to 
remember, were not of a very creditable nature. 
RevcL and respected sir, consult your own 
heart whether you can expect any good result! to 
yuuz family from the advice of a person whose 
teaching was received front a woman of doubtful 
principles, and your clear sense will tell yon that 
suoiLa* example oafurofc end with honour to any 
member of. k» 
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i{ Trusting thia will be received in the spirit 
of true friendship and christian duty by which it 
is dictated, 

" I am, dear Sir, 

" Your aealous parishioner, 

"Ahon." 

Louisa read tha epistle slowly and carefully, 
while Mrs. Netherwell scrutinized her counten* 
anceu But there was no. trace of consciousness 
upon it, for the face was as calm as. ever. Indeed, 
if every word had been the truth, it would have 
been the same, for she possessed the art of con- 
cealing in an enviable degree what was working 
in her heart. 

"This 13 a base fabrication," said the girl, 
folding and returning the paper* " I know not 
whence it came> but if you choose, to make 
enquiries relative to my step-mother's character, 
you are at liberty to da go, without giving me 
offence. I do not fear the result, for it is as free 
from the breath of evil a& tha upper heaven is 
from the vapour that rises- from the foul earth— 
the clouds may bet tinged, but. the space above 
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them is unsullied. Any one may be suspected, 
but when the conscience is clear the soul is all 
unstained. Now that my father's widow is poor 
and friendless, the world would trample on her. 
Bat let it do its worst, .it cannot rob her of her 
honour. I, to whom she has ever been kind, and 
in whose affection I have never missed the friend 
that I lost in infancy, will assert her innocence 
^hile God leaves me breath to do so." 

The governess had begun calmly, but now stood 
before the clergyman's wife with her tall figure 
drawn to its fullest height, her face of a strange 
and pearly whiteness, her chest heaving, and her 
nostrils dilating ; but after she had ceased speak- 
ing for a while she was calm again, and added — 

" Dear madam, I should be sorry to leave you 
and my sweet pupil,yet I will obey your commands 
at a moment's warning, or perhaps it were better 
if you would consult with your husband on the 
best coarse to pursue. In the mean time I shall be 
preparing for any emergency." 

She was leaving the room before the astonished 
lady could recover herself sufficiently to reply, 
which would, however, have been prevented by the 
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little pupil, who rushed in and clang to the dress 
of her governess with passionate fondness, and on 
whose footsteps followed the Dean, looking some- 
what grave, but kind as usual. Louisa en- 
deavoured to disengage herself, but the little 
arms were round her neck. 

"You shall not leave me," cried the child. 
" Oh ! dear Miss Werter, it is a wicked thing to 
let you go away, and you shall not do so ; no, you 
shall not." 

€€ She is not going to leave yon, my love," said 
the mother, drawing Louisa to a seat. "No, dear 
Miss Werter, I do not believe this vile epistle. See, 
thus shall it meet the doom it merits." 

She went to the fire, and in a second the letter 
was consumed, leaving nothing behind but its 
blackened ashes and a sad remembrance on the 
mind of thp young girl. 

"My dear," began the Dean, reproachfully 
turning to his wife, " I advised you contrary to 
the manner in which you have acted, that letter 
is a thing that shall be accounted for to God and 
man, I told you it was the fabrication of some 
wicked person who sought to injure Mrs. Werter 
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or ker daughter* Ho wager, I see 70a already 
regret year obstinacy, ao oame along my children, 
for luncheon in waiting— Miss Warier, place your 
hand in the arm of an old man. bob a true friend, 
and forget all about this unpleasant affair. I told 
my Georgie that it was a cowardly falsehood, for 
I sever believed an anonymous epistle, which ia a 
subtle stab from the enemy's dagger in tbe dart ; 
fortunately the thrust waa directed the wrong way 
this time, and fell powerless for want of truth to 
guide it. Come, my child, think no more about it, 
foe Georgie, poor creature, is mora vexed with 

herself this minute than you are with the letter or 
the author of it— look at her." 

u Mrs. Netherwell was always kind," returned 
Louisa, " and but did her duty in sifting the right 
or the wrong of any report respecting a member 
of her household, particularly one to whom yea 
both have entrusted the teaching of little Lucy ; 
if you will allow me, 1 shall satisfy more clearly 
than the present any doubts that must arise in 
your minds relative to my mother or myself. That 
letter I feel confident neither you nor yonrganerous 
wife can believe, yet it is apt to leave an unplea- 
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sant impression behind, and it shall be my object 
to remove it as speedily as possible." 

" Louisa," said Mia NetherweU, after luncheon 
was over, " yon most accompany ma this evening 
to Lady AloottW 

The governess looked up hastily from a book 
she had been perusing* and glanced npon the 
kind face above hear, 

" I mast oalL you by your christian name you 
know/' resumed the lady, mistaking that glance, 
" for I feel you. will like it 80 now> Louisa, I 
wish you to come to Lady Alcott's and wear this, 
whkh will look well, with your black dress, and 
relieve its monotony, which of course is right that 
you should still adopt; but this jet necklet, 
studded with these seed pearls, is not unseeming 
in your present mourning. " 

Mrs. Nether well took a chaste and costly orna- 
ment from a casket as she spoke, and fastening it 
upon the neck of the governess, hurried from the 
room to avoid the thanks which she imagined 
were forming themselves upon the lips of the 
girl. 

" Go to Lady Alcott's," muttered Louisa, when 
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she found herself alone. " Can it be the same 
Alcotts ? Tea — yes, Mrs. Netherwell, I will go 
to Lady Alcott's, and wear this necklet too/ 9 

Mrs. Netherwell had unwittingly given pain 
relative to the letter, and it was a sort of balm to 
her kind heart to heal the wound inflicted ; but 
that wound was soon destined to be opened afresh, 
for as they entered the brilliant reception rooms 
Lady Alcott advanced graciously to receive Mrs. 
Netherwell, but drew back on perceiving her 
companion, and elevated her eyebrows superci- 
liously. The orphan felt a pang, but went 
through the ceremony of an introduction with 
the air of a duchess. 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 



GOSSIP. 



" This music makes me but more oat of tone." 

Deckjde. 



" I have taken the liberty of an old friendship 
by insisting on Miss Werter to accompany me," 
said Mrs. Netherwell, pointedly. " She has not 
gone ont much since her recent bereavement, and 
it is now against her will to be here ; however, a 
hearty welcome can make all things agreeable, in 
it she may forget that she has consented to oblige 
me instead of consulting her own wishes." 

S* Dear Georgina," answered her ladyship, now 
holding the young girl's hand in her own, " any 
friend of yours must be a welcome guest of 
mine." 

She drew Louisa towards the window, and, for 
the first time, she perceived a gentleman at the 
fire, who in a second more began a lively conver- 
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Bation with Mrs. Netherwell, daring which, from 
time to time, she found his gaze resting upon her 
somewhat rudely, until Lady Alcott summoned 
him to her side. 

" Theodore, my dear, allow me to introduce 
you to my new acquaintance, Miss Werter — my 
husband— ■ Sir Theodore Alcott. 9 ' 

Directly as she had said the words the fashion- 
able lady, who was much older than her husband, 
and decidedly plainer looking,, turned to receive 
some fresh arrivals^ lening Louisa with; to her, 
a most disagreeable; companion; not that he 
either lisped off stuttered, or bored her with 
frivolous small talk, or drawled out a description 
of the last new opera, or boasted of his bets om. 
the Derby \ on the contrary, Sir Theodore was 
what is teamed an intellectual man ; he; spoke of 
the fine acta, of poetry, music, and painting, gave 
an entertaining description of his journey up> the 
fihine, aad related some ajsuusing anecdotes, in 
which he himself figured as the hero, while 
ascending the Alps. Yet Louisa thought in her 
heart that a person so disagreeable aa Lady 
Alcott' s husband she had never met before.. 
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There was a hurtful familiarity in the man's 
manner, a look in hia bold eyes that revolted and 
repelled her. Once ahe endeavoured to return 
his gaze, and by so doing let it be apparent that 
she conveyed rebuke; but the restless orbs were 
more, impudent than ever, and as her own were 
drooping beneath them she recognised a smile 
lurking about his rather well shaped features that 
made her hate him more intensely ; however, she 
was soon relieved by hia wife joining them 
again. 

" Theodore, my love/' she said, " had you not 
better give others of your guests more of your 
entertaining- society. You know how stupid I 
am, and how they delight in you." 

"You jealous old dowager," whispered Sir 
Theodore in the lady's ear, as he arose to depart ; 
"but I will have my flirtation out with that 
handsome creature in spite of you." Then smil- 
ing and adding aloud, " Yes, my dear, I shall do 
as you desire, provided you take care of our 
charming friend here until I return." 

He pointed to Miss Werter, and carelessly 
entered a knot of gentlemen who were crowded 
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round a lady on the opposite sofa. A lady whom 
Louisa had been trying to obtain a glimpse of for 
the last five minutes ; but the red and black coats 
of the admirers completely foiled her purpose, so 
she could only watch the glances exchanged between 
their owners, and the smiles of amusement or 
derision that flitted unceasingly over their coun- 
tenances, of whose profiles she found pleasure in 
studying. Presently the gentlemen began to dis- 
perse, while many looks of enquiry were directed 
towards herself; but Louisa, forgetting everything 
except that, as they moved away, the face of an 
old friend was becoming visible, which, on recog- 
nising distinctly, she arose and hastily advanced 
to the sofa. 

€i My dear Rosebud/' she said, holding out her 
hand, " I am so delighted at this meeting/' but 
the little lady did not seem to reciprocate the feel- 
ing, for she withdrew the tips of her fingers, 
bowing stiffly without a word. 

Miss Werter was standing almost in the centre 
of the room, and every eye had witnessed this 
rebuff. Some tittered, others curled their lips 
disdainfully, but most frowned reprovingly. She 
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felt as if she would have wished the ground to 
open and Jet her take a pop-show exit into the 
apartment beneath. Yet her appearance never 
varied. The proud head grew more erect, per- 
haps, for a moment, and that was all ; then she 
knew that some-one was beside her who held 
out his arm for her acceptance. It was Sir 
Winfred Winlow, a gentleman of unmistakable 
position. She took it smiling, and walked with 
a queenly carriage to the furthest end of the 
long saloon. 

Miss Armsby had come to Ireland on a visit to 
a family who happened to be old acquaintances of 
Lady Alcott's; hence her presence there, and 
gladly would she have been anywhere else, for 
she began to be mortified by seeing the gentlemen 
who a few minutes previously had been following 
in her train, now sueing for an introduction, and 
vieing in their devotion to the lady she had 
slighted. She would have given worlds to undo 
the ungenerous rudeness, bntit was too late; and 
when, as the evening wore on, she found herself 
neglected by all except her hostess, and that Miss 
Werter was the centre of attraction, her chagrin 
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overmastered her self-respect, for bursting into 
tears, she rushed "from the apartment Eire a 
naughty child, to the great edification of the 
bystanders. 

Lady Alcott followed her to the cloak-room, 
where the little figure strutted and lashed itself 
into a very faiy. " Oh, madam! to think 'that 1 
should receive this insult in your house," she 
exclaimed, tossing about her -short arms, mi 
completely disarranging the eveimess of her 
ringlets, which turned so much on one side^haJt 
the division came almost in contact wiHk tbe top 
of her nose, leaving some flowing curls descend- 
ing to her waist, and the rest cocked tip like a 
porcupine's quills on the top of her forehead 
**to meet that girl here.** flhe went on, "Khe 
daughter of — of— Mr. Fiteroy's— oh ! I cannot 
say the word, it would chokeme; it would pollute 
my lips to utter it— and who reduced Audley 
Somers from a truthful lo*e. And— and— i« 
short, your ladyship is for ever degraded -in the 
eyes of respectable society for 'having 'that stately 
minx under your root" 

" T regret it has occurred/* replied Lady 
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unable 1» repress a smile at the ludicrous little 
figure who now began to straighten her front, and 
re-arrange its curls ; " but you spoke of Qaptain 
Somers, and as be is to marry a relation of mine, 
I am interested to hear more ; as to Hiss Wader's 
stepmother, I hare beard of that before, but Mra. 
Netherwell assures me she has prored it to be 
false— one 'should be careful of another's reputa- 
tion, yon know, my dear. Y«t, if tins soandrfl 
were true, \ never could forgive my friend for 
introducing <such a person into my family.* 

a It i-s strictly true,** returned If res Ararsby; 
w my brother-in-law received two letters stating 
the facts ; besides, one of Mr. Fttzrqjrts servants 
told it to my maid. She beard it <ako from a 
friend of her own, who was in Mrs. Werteris 
service for several yearn, and only left 'when ushe 
could not afford to keep her— and such authority 
can scarcely be doubted, for . a Tery respectable 
girl is Harriet Thompson, Besides, the people of 
the village near which she is now Hiving, tell 
strange stories about her. Mr. Fitsroy is a hand- 
some, fascinating person, and, I »am ware, is urate 
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to be pitied than blamed at being entrapped into 
auch a disgraceful intrigue." 

" I have heard that Mrs. Werteris very beauti- 
ful," said Lady Aleott ; " that this girl, at present 
my guest, is almost the same age — of course, then, 
Colonel Werter was old enough to be his wife's 
father. Poor thing I who knows what tempta- 
tions may have beset her : not, of course, that I 
would excuse her in the slightest So I must reason 
with Mrs. Netherwell, for it is a serious mistake 
to keep that girl as the preceptress of any child — 
heaven knows what badness she may inculcate 
into the young mind of her pupil. You will also 
speak to her, so that we might both reason her 
into a better sense of what is due to herself and 
to society." 

Lady Aleott rang the bell as she finished speak- 
ing, and desired a footman to beg that Mrs. 
Netherwell would join them in the .cloak-room, 
which, being an apartment exclusively dedicated 
to the ladies' toilet, was free from intrusion, as 
the evening was yet early. A musical soiree had 
been the programme of her ladyship's entertain* 



\ 
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ment, else the clergyman's wife would not have 
been present; but music must be falling in the 
standard of fashion, since many of Lady Alcott's 
guests did not deem it necessary to go through 
the disagreeable task of listening ; the hostess, 
having to perform a grand fantasia on the harp 
at the conclusion of the entertainment, knew that 
her absence was not noticed. 

" Now," said Lady Aicott, as they waited for 
the entrance of Mrs. Netherwell, " tell me quickly 
how Audley Somers is connected with this chill- 
ing statue. He is, of course, master of his own 
actions ; but if he marries without his father's 
approval, he will be cut off without even the con- 
ventional shilling, — and a captain's pay is not 
a very brilliant allowance for one of his extrava- 
gant fancies. Besides, old Mr. Somers has long 
since arranged a marriage between him and a 
niece of my own, the Hon. Jane Aicott, daughter 
of my husband's brother, which, if not fulfilled, 
will be unfortunate for those concerned. You see 
now it is my interest to prevent anything further 
happening between Miss Werter and Audley." 

Rosebud was beginning the recital of what she 

VOL. I. m 
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called the " designing girl's intrigue," when she 
was cut short by the entrance of Mr*. Nether- 
welL 

Their conversation most have been an in- 
teresting one, for more than an hour elapsed 
before the clergyman's wife and Lady Alcott re- 
turned to the music saloon ; the latter, on seeing 
her husband still lingering by the side of one 
whom she considered a dangerous coquette, grew 
doubly bitter against her, and with all the venom 
of jealousy sought, with Rosebud's assistance* to 
instill into Mrs. NetherwelTs ear a belief in the 
existence of evil, where so short a time previously 
that lady looked alone for truth and principle. 

But fearing again to annoy her husband, Mr* 
Netherwell endeavoured to assume her usual 
manner towards the governess* She made, how* 
ever, a bad hypocrite, for Louisa soon felt that she 
was wronged where she had only merited esteem 
and friendship ; the poor girl would have asked 
permission to retire, but dreaded to disturb Mm. 
[Netherwell, who, declaring herself passionately 
fond of music, kept chattering to those next feer 
during the most striking passages of many fine 
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And well executed pieces ; while Louisa, who did 
not care for it, was silent, though heartily sick of 
the state and ceremony of the whole entertain- 
ment, and wearied to death of the gentlemen who 
surrounded her. She was turning for relief to 
some drawings beside her, when her attention 
was riveted at the mention of a name that was 
but too familiar to her heart 

" So you say that Somers is sore of his ma- 
jority— he is alucky fellow, and proves that in some 
cases bravery is rewarded," 

" Yes," said a second voice, " he ought to be 
pretty certain of the promotion, for it is already 
obtained ; he is to be present at the ball given by 
the new Lady De Burg on the 15th : it will be a 
splendid affair, as her ladyship is determined it 
shall be the most brilliant of the season," 

"Is not Lady De Burg in this room at 
present ? v asked the other voice, " Yea—there 
she is. What a fine womaa ! rather paszby per- 
haps, but young enough for the Earl What 
brilliant diamonds she wears I They say he will 
not return from his parliamentary duties for *a~ 
other month or so — time enoughr— his wife need 

m 2 
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fear no rival, whatever can be said of him, for she 
is handsome still. There is something distingu&y 
too, about that old lady who sits beside her, 
although she is as gray as a badger, and actually 
wears no wig.' ' 

" That is her mother," answered the first voice, 
" with whom she will remain until her husband 
returns. She belongs to an old Irish family of 
the first standing. By-the-bye, did you visit 
the Earl's new establishment yet ? It is gor- 
geously got up. His wife does not like London, 
so they are to divide their time between the two 
countries." 

Poor Louisa listened long in vain, with her 
ears aching for the sound of the one dear name. 
It came at last. 

" What brings Somers to Ireland? Surely 
not for the ball alone." 

" Oh ! no," returned again the first voice. 
" I hear it is to see his betrothed, and make ar- 
rangements for their immediate nuptials. She 
is a relative of Lady Alcott's, and immensely 
wealthy." 

The group around Miss Werter saw her pale 
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face grow whiter than ever, for her lips were 
pallid also, as the frightful words came near her. 

Earl De Burg, her uncle by marriage, was no 
longer a widower. That was of no consequence 
to her. But Audley Somers, on the eve of wed- 
ding another ! No plighted troth ever had passed 
between him and herself; he had never even pro- 
fessed to love her. If his eyes had been soft 
and eloquent, it must have been their fault and 
not his own ; they might convey as many false- 
hoods as they pleased for all that he could 
prevent them- And who could blame those 
eyes ? Louisa did, as she thought of the thousand 
little nothings that made up the fancied body of 
his love for her. 

Like one on the edge of a precipice, who feels 
an unaccountable desire to plunge down head 
foremost, she listened to every sentence, though 
each one was a fresh stab to her heart. 

" Talking of Somers, M said a new voice, " his 
conduct at Brighton last season was not over 
honourable, more particularly as he had been 
engaged at the time to Lady Alcott's niece. 
Do you not remember the sweet little Quakeress 
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with whom he struck up an elaborate flirtation, 
until he got himself and the lady well talked 
about, and then he withdrew from the field." 

a Yes, I recollect perfectly ; but hush ! Lady 
De Burg is coming this way. Yes, she is a fine 
creature, certainly. Pray introduce, and get me 
a card of invitation to the ball." 

The ceremony took place almost at Miss 
Werter's elbow, and soon after she was joined 
by Mrs. Netherwell and relieved of Sir Theodore's 
unwelcome presence, who entered into conver- 
sation with her ladyship until the guests dis- 
persed to the supper table. 

As the carriage rolled home and Mrs. Nether- 
well, pleading fatigue, remained silent, the 
governess had ample opportunity for revolving in 
her own mind the incidents of that day and even- 
ing. Her stepmother accused of infamy, and 
Audley Somers going to be wedded to a stranger. 
It was quite enough to turn the whole draught 
of life into gall and wormwood. On Miss 
Armsby's rebuff she did not waste a thought 
Although she sat up late in her chamber, writing 
over and tearing various sheets of paper, until at 
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last, satisfied with one, she folded and directed 
it to her stepmother. It merely stated that she 
was no longer happy at the Deanery, and would 
return home until another situation offered. 

Next morning during breakfast she stated her 
intention to the assembled family, and was coaxed 
and chided in turns by the Dean, reasoned with 
by his wife, and repulsed and fondled by her pupil 
Lucy. 

" It will give the people food for fresh scandal/' 
said Mrs. Netherwell, " they will Bay you could 
not face the danger and so ran from it. Dear 
Louisa, think better Of this. I may have been 
biassed at the moment by Miss Armsby's repre- 
sentations, but it was owing to my want of judg- 
ment, or, as the Dean would say, my weak and 
pliable mind. However, I regret it now, and 
promise that no power shall again seduce me 
from my first allegiance, which was, that cold as 
you seem to most people, there is a depth of re- 
finement and affection in your breast that few can 
penetrate." 

" You are very wrong," said the Dean reproach- 
fully, " and Georgina says quite truly, that it will 
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create more food for scandal I do not think 
that you are a coward, therefore it would he very 
much wiser for you to remain. Your mother will 
be justly angry, for by doing this you will give 
her great cause to blame you ; if you persist in 
disregarding my wishes, of course I have nothing 
further to say ; but, my child, you know so little 
of the world, that I entreat you to be guided by 
the advice of one who understands it better ; and 
then, you see we are all attached to you, and Lucy 
will fret after you. So, my dear girl, you could 
not find it in your heart to leave us." 

"Nasty, ill-natured thing," chimed in the 
pupil, " I hate her, for she never could have liked 
me a bit, or she would not go away now. Oh ! 
my sweetest darling, stay with your poor little 
Lucy." And thus ending with a passion of tears, 
the child clung to her neck. 

But still Louisa remained inflexible, so the 
Dean and his wife set about thinking together of 
some project for her welfare. 



LOVE OR HATRED, 249 



CHAPTER XIX. 



THE PLIGHT. 



"An oath! why, what's an oath? 'tis but the smoke 
Of flame and blood." 

Decker. 



Mrs. Werter, who we left on the threshold 
of her friend's boudoir, paused nervously there, 
for her sensitive nature shrank from a cold 
look or word from one so much esteemed as 
Mrs. Lindley. She could have confronted 
a host of acquaintances in the confidence of 
innocence, but she felt that to be doubted by 
this one friend, would be the filling to overflow- 
ing of her cup of bitterness ; and so she paused 
with pale cheeks and quivering limbs until the 
door flew open. In an instant the woman's fears 
vanished before the genial smile that welcomed 
her, for the brightest ray of sunshine that ever 
penetrated the dull cell of a lonely prison, could 

m 5 
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not be more cheering to its inmate than the kind 
look of Mrs. Lindley, as it fell npon the face of 
her visitor* Taking the proffered seat, Mrs. 
Werter scrutinized the features before her. 

" You have not given credence to the calumny 
afloat, or you would not welcome me thus/' she 
said. " God help me, I have nothing but a name 
by which to earn a sustenance for my children, 
and if that be taken from me, what shall I do, 
what shall I do ? " 

Mrs. Werter spoke fast and excitedly, but 
stopped in a very paroxysm of tearB. 

u Be calm," returned the kind woman in pity- 
ing accents. u He will help you, despite the 
machinations of your enemy ; but hush — dry your 
tears, f6r here is Willy, and we must not let him 
know of this. My husband, who is as indignant 
about it as myself, would not let it come to his 
knowledge, as we never yet troubled' him with a 
sorrow that we could keep from him." Even as 
his mother spoke, William Lindley entered the 
apartment with flushed cheeks, and a voice 
quivering with emotion. 

" Mother/' he uttered ; but as the one word 



LOVB OB HATRED. 251 

passed his lips, be observed Mrs. Werter, and 
making a hurried excuse, would have retired, bat 
the widow motioned him to remain. 

" You seem dgitated, dear Willy," said Mrs. 
Lindley, as she glanoed meaningly towards Mrs* 
Werter. 

" 'Tie nothing/' answered the boy, endeavour* 
ing to get rid of his excitement ; " but I fear I 
hare intruded, for Mrs. Werter may wish to 
s|>eak with you alone ; so I shall take my gun 
and run oyer for Charlie, who is fond of sport, 
and I think we can promise you a brace of wild 
fowl in the evening." 

" Do not go, William Lindley," said Florence, 
rising, and speaking impressively, " but tell me 
now, where you have been last" 
« t-I— at the village^* 
" Were you in a house there? " 
"Yes; but why do you question me thus ?" 
" In What house have you been ?" demanded 
the widow, not heeding farther than his replies. 
" 1 went to buy some fishing tackle." 
" And there you heard ?" she said, still keep- 
ing her eyes fixed upon the boy's countenance, 
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which flushed and paled by turns ; but this time 
he was silent. 

" I see/' said Mrs. Lindley, taking her son's 
hand, " that yon have heard what has so dis- 
tressed your father and myself; something rela- 
tive to our friend Mrs. Werter." 

" Yes, mother, yes," answered the brave boy ; 
" a vile slander. Oh 1 madam, you have a dan- 
gerous enemy, a villain who seeks to sully a name 
pure as virtue's self ; but fear not, for boy though 
you deem me, I will find means to track this 
villany." 

" May heaven bless you, William Lindley ; but 
you are powerless as myself. Who can seek to 
harm me, unless indeed it be Fitzroy ?" 

" It is he." 

As the boy made this announcement both ladies 
looked startled, then Florence turned white as 
death, for although the man had sworn and 
threatened at her rejection of his suit, she could 
scarcely believe that he would carry it into effect, 
and for the first time the truth came upon he r 
like a flash of lightning, and every word of his 
cruel vow again blazed vividly before her. 
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" 'Tis true ; alas ! William, too true, and 
against so strong a foe I am helpless to strive ; 
how can poverty prevail against the wealth and 
position of such a man; besides we have no proof 
that it be really him, and without proof we dare 
not accuse." 

" We shall be cautious until we obtain such 
proof," replied the boy, " for I believe within my 
soul that you, poor and lonely now, shall yet 
triumph over him. But come, dear mother, let 
us dismiss the subject for the present ; I have 
come to have some chocolate in this cosy little 
room, for father is busy at the farm, and has 
taken his coffee and bun an hour since, and over 
a comfortable meal Mrs. Werter can enlighten us 
as far as possible of this Fitzroy's motives." 

Mrs. Lindley smiled, for all the family had 
long since breakfasted together, and she knew 
that this was a subterfuge of Willy's thought- 
fulness, who had truly divined that the widow 
had not yet broken her fast. 

Removing the heavy crape bonnet of her friend 
Mrs. Lindley drew a couch towards the fire, and 
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ittftisted on her being seated beside Willy, while 
she busied about the room, proving the soundness 
of the old adage that " a willing mind is half 
tibe work," for in a few minutes the table was 
covered with a snowy cloth, smoking with bat- 
tered muffins, creamy tea, broiled chops, dainty 
cutlets, and many other delicacies which fright 
hate tempted an anchorite, and over that meal 
the widow told the secret of her life to Mrs. 
Lindley and her son. 

Fitaroy's rejected low and terrible vow of re- 
venge, his possessing himself of Lilymount, the 
offer to present her with it, his purchasing the 
Irish estate from Earl de Burg, his proposal of 
marriage and her refusal, his threats, the meet- 
ing of the beggar by the roadside, whom Willy 
declared to be either Fitzroy himself or an ac- 
complice ; her ineffectual attempts to obtain em- 
ployment, and the many altered looks of former 
friends ; all, everything was poured out freely and 
without reserve. After which, when Mrs* Werter 
again entered her cfottkige home, it was with a 
heart partly relieved of its terrible burden* and 
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when Lily looked upon her mother's face, which 
mis not half so sorrowful as when she had seen 
it last, she said gaily— 

" I see, dearest mother, that yon have got more 
work at last ; but here are two letters, one from 
Louisa, the other in a strange hand." 

Mrs. Werter first opened the familiar envelope, 
and as she did so the look of hope that the child 
had remarked grew dim in the violet eyes. 

"What is the trouble now, mother?* 1 she 
asked. <<l ft Louisa ill or anything wrong with 
her?" 

" She is coming back to the toil of a semp- 
stress again, Lily," replied Florence, while her 
heart throbbed with the bitter thought that the 
machinations of her enemy had reached her also, 
and that the proud girl abandoned a happy home 
in the fear that rumour should force itself upon 
the Bean or Mrs. Netherweil 

But of this bitter thought, true as it really 
was, she was relieved on breaking the seal of the 
second lbtter, which proved to be from the Dean 
himself. It was an assurance of friendly interest in 
the widow and orphans of Colonel Werter, con- 
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eluding with the hint that Mrs. Netherwell would 
accompany Louisa home, when she hoped for an 
introduction to the remainder of the family. 

A week later a brougham stopped at the cot- 
tage door, and a lady attired in a brown silk robe, 
black velvet mantle, and white chip bonnet, 
without feather or ornament, stepped into the 
little parlour, followed by a stately figure clad in 
mourning, to which Lily clung in a passion of 
delight 

" And this is Lily/' said Mrs. Netherwell, who 
after greeting Mrs. Werter with unusual warmth 
turned towards the child in smiling friendliness ; 
but the moment the violet eyes were raised to 
hers she let the tiny hand fall with an involun- 
tary sigh. 

Yes, that was Lily, the household drudge, with 
her poet's heart sympathising in all things good 
and beautiful in nature — Lily, the beggared 
heiress, the neglected child of genius. 

The clergyman's wife had come to render as- 
sistance where it was greatly needed. She never 
mentioned the letter received by the Dean, but 
she recommended change of residence for the 
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sake of all the family, said that Louisa required 
more society than the Deanery could afford, made 
an appointment through Mrs. Werter to call on 
Mrs. Lindley for the purpose of consulting with 
her the next mode of proceeding, and finally 
ended with an invitation to dine with her family 
the succeeding day. 

"And Lily must come to see my little Lucy," 
Mrs. Netherwell said, again thoughtfully gazing 
on the beautiful child, and inwardly remarking 
that she had never seen such an interesting face 
before; that interest increased as she followed 
the child's quick glance towards her mother at 
this invitation, and the blush of ingenuous shame 
as it returned to settle on her shabby dress. 

" Thank you ; but Lily must remain at home 
to keep her brothers in order," answered Mrs. 
Werter, with that pride which generally accom- 
panies poverty, " is it not so, Lily?" 

" Yes, mother," returned the little girl, stoutly, 
and looking as bright as if her poor apparel had 
not deprived her of a coveted pleasure. 

Mrs. Netherwell, understanding the little tele- 
gram passing between the mother and child, took 
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no farther notice ; but, promising to send some 
winter flowers to the little girl, bade an affec- 
tionate adieu, leaving the inmates of the cottage 
muoh cheered and encouraged by her visit 

Lily, left alone the next day, set about beauti* 
fying the room with fragrant blossoms, inhaling 
and admiring them until her heart fairly danced 
with happiness. Anyone looking at her thus 
would have thought her presentable enough to 
have dined with a duchess, for her black dress, 
though thin and shabby, was brightened by a 
snowy frilly and the thick curls would ripple down 
her dimpled shoulders, despite the ribbon that 
sought to bind them ; then the soul-lit eyes, which 
danced themselves out of their thoughtful shadow, 
and the warm, grateful heart looking through the 
noble countenance as she tripped lightly about, 
busy as a bee, richly compensated for all her 
miserable surroundings. 

Had her attire been more costly, Lily would 
have lost in appearance, for her high- bearing was 
a sad, though pleasing contrast to her poverty- 
stricken garments. 

She was a simple child of nature, whom all 
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the luxury of art could scarcely beautify ; besides, 
the robes of mourning npon a form of such tender 
years seldom fails to create an interest in the 
beholder, as "the child in black" most have 
already felt a sorrow real or imaginary. 

Mrs. Netherwell, accompanied by Mrs. Lindlej 
and her son, became constant visitors of Florence 
for several days after the introduction had taken 
place between all parties ; and the formality of 
new acquaintance had so completely died out;, 
that the boys were quite at home with the ladies, 
imagining themselves useful while only in the 
way, of cording trunks, clearing off of furniture 
which had been sold, writing labels, and a hun- 
dred et ceteras that generally precedes a change 
of residence. 

A fortnight afterwards the thatched cottage by 
the road-side was deserted, and no traoe of the 
Werter family could be discovered. 

Mr. Fitzroy, who had vowed to haunt Mrs. 
Werter as her shadow, was enraged and mortified 
at her strange disappearance ; there had been no 
sign of removal, for everything within was quiet 



260 LOVE OB HATRED. 

as usual the night before ; and after many bribes 
and promises of aggrandizement to all the village, 
he was unable to discover a clue to her where- 
abouts. 

Just as he had humbled her almost to the 
deepest depth of poverty by his wicked slander, 
when bis revenge was so near being accomplished, 
that he began to congratulate himself on the suc- 
cess of his cowardly schemes ; when he had drawn 
her closely into his vile machinations that she 
should either let herself and children die in want 
and misery or accept his proffered hand ; when 
he was ready to receive the reward for all his 
sleepless plotting, she had escaped him. 

The village of Dundrum, perhaps never over 
picturesque to a stranger like Fitzroy, would 
be considered a stupid, straggling place, 
with a few comfortable dwellings, with little 
society, and indifferent accommodation ; in which 
opinion the traveller to or from the metropolis 
would agree, for the railway, which of late years 
has tended to improve the outskirts, was not then 
completed. So Mr. Fitzroy had to make the 
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best of the lubberly old coach, when, after his 
fruitless search, he took a seat beside the driver, 
preferring it to the inside. 

But, to Lily Werter, the little village was 
rendered lovely by kind association. She loved 
her first home on Irish soil with its serpentine 
avenue, tall trees, and gay flowers, and thought 
it beautiful almost beyond compare, for the true 
hearts that brought a charm to all around, the river 
winding gracefully beneath its rustic bridges, in 
which she had often waded over the pebbly sand 
that sparkled under its waters ; her many ram* 
bles through the old lime trees, and a hundred 
other reminiscences, made it a thing to be recalled 
in grateful gladness in many an after year. She 
liked, too, the little cottage, with its peaceful 
shelter, where some kind and sympathizing hearts 
had shared their many sorrows ; but, amid all, 
the remembrance of her dear old home, the home 
of her childhood, sweet Lilymount, stood out in 
bright relief as the dearest spot on earth. 

Passing Dundrum in such bitterness, that made 
the simple village appear a very hell, Fitzroy took 
the box-seat as the vehicle was about to start 
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" Is the coach more crowded than usual?" he 
demanded of the driver, 

"La! no, sir; it can accommodate as many 
more— another there beside your honour, three or 
four to squeeze next me here, ten along theret 
and fifteen inside." 

So giving himself credit for making as much 
of his coach as even this stretch of his imagina- 
tion could allow, he twirled his whip and jerked 
his reins ; but the passenger took no heed, for 
keeping his eyes fixed upon the trotting horses, 
and giving the man, who retained it but for a 
moment, a piece of silver, he resumed— 

a Had you many yesterday, or to-day ?" 

" Lor ! a power, your honour — but take back 

your money, sir, for if you want information, 

* you need never tiy to buy it from Larry Nolan, 

who is proud to be of service to any foreigner, 
for I see by your accent that you came from Eng- 
land, and a stranger is always welcome to any- 
thing an Irish fellow ha« to give ; so honor 
bright, sir, as we say in this country, and honesty 
to the fore." 

" Then tell me," said Fitsroy, reappropjciating 
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the coin, " if a widow and a little girl with two 
bojs took seats for Dublin on either of those 
days." 

" And a tall girl like a corpse-— God between 
ns and all harm !" added the driver. 

11 Yes, yes, those are they," answered Fitzroy 
eagerly ; " when did they come, and what direc- 
tion did they take when the omnibns stopped at 
its destination ?" 

" One question at a time, your honour/ 7 said 
Larry, rubbing the back of his hand along the 
corner of his month, for he had recognised Fitz- 
roy, whose coontenanee he did not much admire. 

" Well, then," resumed Fitzroy, impatiently, 
for he had offered double the value of his first 
coin, which was also rejected; u Well, when did 
they come P* 

* Yesterday, I think ; but perhaps they're not 
the same people your honour wants," returned 
Larry. " The lady I mean is that handsome 
young one, who owned the big house that yon 
might have seen as we came on. A fine resi- 
dence it is, but somehow it fell into other hands 
and she lost it % some vilkmy at the bottom of 
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it, I think. Is it Mrs. Werter yon mean, sir? 
She that had to live in a bit of a cottage outside 
the village after the big house was gone, until 
she was hunted out of it by a fellow who haunted 
and annoyed her because she would not marry 
him, and who must have been as bad as the 
devil himself to harm the like of her. But no 
doubt Mr. Satan intends doing honour to so near 
a relative by preparing a hotter place for him 
than that which you or I will get, sir, when we 
meet there." 

" What, do you mean to be impertinent ?" 
said Fitzroy, endeavouring to curb his rising 
passion for the sake of coming at a clue of the 
fugitives. 

" Oh, no, sir, not at all; not for the world;'* 
replied Larry ; (t but only if I could lay hands 
on the cowardly villain, who is hunting, as I 
hear, the sweetest lady that ever I clapped eyes 
upon, I could find it in my heart to hang, draw, 
and quarter him/ 9 

u It is well you have not the law in your own 
hands. But a truce to this folly; tell me by 
what coach did these people come/ 9 
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" Monday/ 9 said the man, with a broad grin. 

Mr. Fitzroy knew this was false, for he had 
seen the widow in her cottage as late as Wednes- 
day evening, so they must hare either come by 
the first coach that morning, or have driven by 
some other vehicle. At all events Dublin must 
have been their first move ; and seeming to credit 
Larry's information, he asked 

" What way then ?" 

" Towards the Phoenix Park," replied the 
coachman, telling exactly the opposite direction 
to that which they had taken. 

"Are yon sure it was towards the Park?" 
asked Fitzroy, as the ooach stopped at its desti- 
nation. 

u Go and ask the relative I spoke of," replied 
Larry, pocketing his fare, and pointing with his 
finger to the ground ; then added, " down there, 
the gentleman in black ; for I see a family like- 
ness, not only in your visage, but by the cut of 
your small clothes." 

The man burst into a roar of laughter, in 
which he was joined by his companions of the 
whip. 

vol. L N 
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Angrily, but still undaunted by bis ill-success, 
Fitzroy went bis way, with the demoniacal deter- 
mination of seeking revenge so strong in his soul, 
that many a passer by turned to look after him 
as he made his way over Carlisle Bridge and 
submerged into the thoroughfare of Sackville 
(Street* 
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CHAPTER 



A CATASTROPHE Df LILYMOUNT. 



" •— • Inaooenee, the soarlst aanle* 
'Gainst all the poisons of infirmity." 

Btb OM*g TftAMDY. 



Fob more than two years after the decease of 
Colonel Werter the beautiful demesne of Lily- 
mount appeased like a thing that grieved for the 
loss of an old friend. Its closed windows, grass* 
grown walks and leaft-strewn meadows were so 
difleuent from tha well-kept and luxuriant style 
of former years* But now, at length, something 
is doing towards its improvement, for the shutters 
are no longer barred, and rich drapery hangs 
round the plate glass. The house is refurnished 
and newly inhabited, while here and there a stray 
flower is fteshly springing up in the uncultured 
garden, and lilymoont ereeps at last from its 
solitary shadow. 

n 2 
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A figure, very different from the little form of 
Lily, is leaning over the low parapet of the lake 
on which the little girl had formerly fed her 
swans. Yet the person who now stands there is 
young and beautiful ; but those who could look 
with gladness on the child, should turn away 
with a pang of regret from the reflection of 
intense anguish that looked from out the eyes of 

Ella Norcott 

Five and twenty years had barely passed in the 
lifetime of the chemist's sister, yet her hair was 
partly grey; and although the cheeks were 
rounded still with youth, they were very pale, 
and the grieved tremor of her lips often marked 
a wrinkle upon them. Yet she was lovely, most 
sad and touchingly lovely in her gentle sorrow, 
as she gazed into the placid lake, with her dark 
dress floating in the evening breeze, and her hat 
held in her delicately white hand. Thus she 
continued to gaze until the pronunciation of her 
name, so near and deeply breathed, startled her. 

Parting the branches of some Laurustinas that 
grew on the margin of the lake, Frederick Norcott, 
the chemist of whom Lady De Burg asked the 
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prescription, remained looking at his sister till a 
tear obscured his vision, bat as he involuntarily 
murmured her name her head was raised quickly, 
and in an instant its grey tresses were laid npon 
his bosom. 

" My poor Ella, my sweet sister," he said, 
fondly stroking the silver locks, "you are as un- 
happy in this fine place as you were in our miser- 
able London lodgings, with all its gloomy want 
Oh I Ella, could we but recall the past ; the old, 
sweet time when I was all to you, and you were 
all I had to love in this wide world; but I do not 
reproach you, who are the only one still dear to 
me now." 

" Ah ! brother, our little Hatty ; you could not 
forget our Hatty ?" 

" No, Ella, I could not forget Hatty," replied 
Norcott; but now the tone of his voice was 
sharp, .and he drew the thin arm almost angrily 
within his own, walking quickly while he spoke. 

As they entered the house they were met by a 
child laden with wild flowers. Her black hair 
fell in natural ringlets round her bright face, and 
her dark eyes sparkled in innocent glee, and yet 
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her very beauty marked her a victim fiw an early 

grave* 

ci Oh ! mamma/' she cried, clinging to Ella's 
dress, u I lore thia beautiful plaoe, because it ia 
so full of flowers and sunshine. See, I gathered 
all these for you, so do not go back to that stupid 
London home any mora, but stay here with the 
fields and the fun. Ton could never be sick here, 
mother, never be sick again.' 9 

She flung the flowery treasure at Ella's feet 
as she sang and danced herself out of sight 

" It is time for Hatty to go to school," re* 
marked Frederick, thoughfully looking after her. 
" She's more than five years old, and although 
instructed by you so carefully, she is rendered 
prematurely grave by associating so much with 
us. School would not only improve, but amuse 
her, by mixing with others of her own ag&" 

" Oh ! Frederick, I dread poor Hatty coining 
m contact with the outer world. She has been 
so sheltered, so protected by our love, by your 
kindness, that it is little wonder I should shrink 
from her meeting with careless strangers ; besides, 
she is so delicate, despite her bright looks/' 
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" My poor Ella, I would be as careful of her as 
yourself; but by passing an hour or two with the 
ladies who reside in Woodbine Villa, which is a 
little down the road, and which you see from your 
bedroom window, what harm can befal her. You 
know it is the only school within some miles of 
us, and the teachers are evidently ladies of high 
breeding and education. As for her being deli- 
cate, she will get over that in time/ 9 

" How came you to know the family at Wood- 
bine, Frederick ? for I have heard that, farther 
than those to whom they have letters of intro- 
duction, or the parents of their pupils, they have 
declined all acquaintances of the neighbourhood ; 
in fact, that they live as retired as myself. 
How came you to know them P" 

" By asking for a glass of water." 

" A glass of water," repeated Ella Fairfield. 
" What tempted you to such a stratagem for an 
introduction ?" 

" It was no stratagem, because I wanted no 
introduction," replied Norcott. " A labouring 
man fainted near the cottage, there was no one 
on the road but myself. I received the homely 
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. Ella advanced without hesitation, and asked the 
stranger if die wanted anything. 

A child, beantifdl andfeir, yet looking gad and 
mournful in her mourning robes,, glanced up 
tremblingly to her face. 

" I— I want," stammered the. little girL " Yes 

—I watt that bit of cowslip yonder." 

"This," said Ella, hastening to gather the 

flower. 

" Yes, madams-thanks." 

And as the lady placed the blossom in the 
stranger's hand, the eagerness with which she 
grasped it, struck her so forcibly that she opened 
the gate, and invited her to coll as many as she 
fancied* 

Bowing quickly, the child hastened to accept 
the offer,, and waa soon laden with the yellow 
spoil ; then turning, abruptly as when she had 
entered, she grasped the thin fingers of EUa^and, 
pressing, them fervently,, murmured— 

"Thanks, lady, thanks*— I love them. Qhl 
you cannot feel how fondly. And mother told 
me to get soma flowers hem if I could." 

She held up the stems aa she spoka^ whilohej 



N 
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tears fell fast upon their leaves ; and again look- 
ing wistfully around as though every spot had 
some familiar interest, she burst away, and fled, 
never stopping until she came to the cottage 
grown over with its woodbine bloom. 

" She is mad/' said Frederick, looking stead- 
fastly after the fleeting form. 

"No," replied Ella, thoughtfully; "but that 
is a fine nature, with warm passions and a fatally 
sensitive heart. Poor child ! she is beautiful in 
her deep robes of sorrow." 

" Yes, she is beautiful ; but I never like to 
look upon a child in black, and I cannot bear eyes 
with such an expression as hers possess — it makes 
me feel uncomfortable here at my heart " 

" She went into the house you spoke of as the 
schooL" 

" Yes — but come and let us find Hatty now," 
returned Frederick, " for I think tea hour must 
be near/' 

" You must first come and look through the 
house," she urged, " for it is two days since you 
have been here, and then the furniture was turn- 



/ 
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bled promiscuously into the rooms not in use. 
You will find a vast improvement, though all be 
not quite finished yet ; and I trust you can soon 
make arrangements to spend more of your time 
with us, for although Mr. Fitzroy has bestowed 
this fine residence upon you, London seems to 
possess such superior charms that you cannot 
afford us more than one evening in the week. 
Tou positively have not slept here a single night, 
and it is two months since first we came." 

She led him from one room to another, until 
stopping at the chamber destined for his own use, 
where he paused, and again the pallor came on 
each feature ; but nerving himself for an unavoid- 
able ordeal, he crossed the threshold, and stood 
within. 

The present arrangement of the room altered 
its appearance so completely to that which it was 
in Colonel Werter's time, that no one could 
recognise it. Even the paper on the walls was 
changed from the sombre old-fashioned brown 
and red to a lively blue and white ; the ceilings, 
paintings, all were different, and Frederick, who 
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had never seen it in its former state, admired and 
praised it now to the entire satisfaction of his 
sister. 

"And here/ 9 she remarked, " shall be your 
bath-room ; it is so convenient — there is your 
bed, and yon have only to take about half-a- 
dozen steps to your bath. It is in a bad way at 
present, for it is half covered over with old 
bottles and rubbish ; however, I shall get the men 
at it to-morrow, and it will soon be set to rights. 
Dear me ! what a quantity of medicine Colonel 
Werter must have swallowed ! I declare, Fred, I 
never had much faith in your doctor's stuff, and 
here is the remains of as much as would kill a 
natioD. See— actually your own label on every 
bottle, but almost eaten away with milldew and 
damp. Was he very long ill, brother ?" 

Mrs. Fairfield turned abruptly with a phial in 
her hand, as she asked the question, and almost 
screamed at the appearance of her companion, 
who was seated on the bed, with his face turned 
towards her, and gazing with fixed eyes, and 
altogether bearing such a resemblance of death, 
that she hastened to his side in an instant But 
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felt a throb of pity for both, could she have wit* 
nessed their love on the miserable day she passed 
in the deserted Lilymount, when the wind rattled 
and whistled down the chimneys and through the 
corridors, when lonely and unhappy she had 
drained the very phial which caused Mrs. Fair- 
field's suffering, vowing to ferret out her brother's 
murderer as she did so. 

Those who have known a long and wearisome 
illness must truly appreciate the delight of tho 
first breeze that greets them in the open air; to 
enjoy the liberty of inhaling it, until the soul is 
invigorated by its strength-giving freshness, is a 
happiness as new as it is delightful. 

The first day even after her short indisposition, 
that Ella stepped out upon the verandah, looking 
towards the garden, and felt the soft air, laden 
with the perfume of a thousand flowers, playing 
through her white locks, she involuntarily clasped 
her hands, while her lips moved in prayer, until 
her countenance was illuminated with a lustre 
that spiritualized her whole appearance ; a faint 
colour had come upon her cheeks, and the intense 
feeling of a grateful heart invested the unhappy 
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woman with a strange and touching .loveliness. 
She remained thus, until aroused by the voice of 
Hatty, who had been arrested by her appearance, 
in a playful design of startling her, and who, 
instead of her childish freak asked her mother to 
walk with her into the fields. 

They passed along slowly, for Ella, as yet un- 
accustomed to the air, was dazzled by the sun- 
shine, to which, however, she grew familiar as 
they went along, and admired many beautiful 
views which presented themselves at every turn, 
while the lively prattle of the little girl almost 
made her forget the great sorrow of her life. 

a Sit here, mother," said Hatty, pointing to a 
low seat cut into the ivied wall, which partly 
surrounded the lawn, " but first stand upon this 
little mound and look over at the sweet cottage 
across the road, which is nearly screened by that 
cluster of trees ; how shady and quiet it looks. 
Oh ! mother, I think I should rather live there 
than in this fine place/ 9 

" Because, Hatty," replied Ella, " we are ever 
grasping at that which we don't possess, though 
having luxury far beyond the thing we covet; 
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bat it is a sweet spot, my child ; so rural, so 
retired, and refreshing in its woodbine blossoms ; 
it is there that Uncle would have 70a taught such 
pretty lessons, where yon would have other chil- 
dren, innocent as yourself to play and talk with. 
Ah ! " continued Mrs, Fairfield, forgetting the 
childish presence, " youth, free and happy youth, 
ever looking through the microscope of hope, 
magnifying every joy, and leaving woe as the 
background of sunny aspects, or better still, for- 
gotten or blotted out altogether." 

" Mamma, what are you talking about? " sim- 
ply interrupted the child. 

"Nonsense — sentimental nonsense, dear; which 
I hope you will never understand — but see, who 
is this, Hatty ? The little girl from Woodbine 
Cottage, I do declare*" 

u Yes, the little girl from Woodbine Cottage," 
repeated the young stranger, " who was so glad 
to see you once again in this dear old place, that 
she came here without permission to thank you 
again for giving her the cowslips." 

"Poor mourner," murmured Ella, tenderly, 
" poor, beautiful mourner, why are you so grateful 
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for a few simple blossoms." She held the trem- 
bling hand within her own, and gazed into the 
blushing face as she spoke* but the stranger 
remained silent* 

" Are you so fond of flowers ?" she asked. 

" Oh, yes. I love them." 

" But you have plenty in your own garden 
yonder/ 9 urged Ella, feeling a tender interest in 
the little girl, who now again replied not. 

" Are you like Hatty here/' she resumed, "who 
a minute since said that she would prefer your 
simple cottage to this fine place, coveting that 
which is beyond her reach ? " 

" No, no ; I have never coveted anything ; but 
-—but I love Lilymount. Oh ! I loved it always, 
long ago, and now and ever ; there is no place 
in the world like Lilymount/' 

"Have you always lived there, my dearP" 
demanded Ella, pointing to Woodbine Villa. 

" Oh, no ; not always." 

" Have you ever resided here— here in Lily- 
mount P " 

" Me, me, lady," stammered the child. " I 



284 LOVE OB HATRED. 

am poor, my mother very poor ; how could we 
live in so fine a place as this ? " 

" What is your name ? " 

" Lily," replied the gentle voice, 

"Lily; a most appropriate appellation ; but 
what surname P ,% 

The little girl looked round in distress, then 
raising her violet eyes to the lady's face, pleaded, 
" Do not ask me that. I dare not tell. Release 
my hand, and you shall never see me again. 
Never, never." With a hysterical sob she burst 
from Ella, and fled away with the speed of a deer, 

" Poor little thing," murmured Mrs. Fairfield* 
sorrowfully, gazing after the fleeting form. "I 
regret having pressed her so, but I must atone as 
best 1 can. Hatty, come here," she added, re- 
calling the gay child, who had wandered from her 
side on the stranger's approach. " Hatty, did 
you not see that little girl, and why did you 
shrink from her ? " 

" I am afraid of her mamma." 

"Afraid ! nonsense, silly one. Do you not 
like her?" 
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u Oh ! yes, I love her, and have often given her 
flowers while you were ill ; but I fear her because 
she is so wild." 

u Wild ? how Hatty ; surely you are the maddest 
little fairy in the world ; and how can you call her 
wild?" 

" Because, one day she flung herself on the 
ground in the summer-house, tearing up by the 
root a tuft of violets that grew upon the spot, 
that she said she loved better than any other spot 
on earth, because her father's feet had once been 
pressed upon it ; then she grew so wild, and cried 
so bitterly, that I fear her ever since ; and some 
way I grow tired when I look at her. I am sure 
I would not like what father liked ; but had I 
ever a father, for I never saw him ; had I ever a 
father, for I do not love any one but you and 
uncle Fred ? " 

€t Hush, darling, hush," replied Ella, turning 
pale and trembling painfully. " Tell me more of 
this little stranger, who [took the flowers and 
wept, you say. Did she do anything else ? " 

" Yes, yes," answered Hatty, laughing, " she 
got mad entirely after that, for she looked a long 
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retired beauty, for not content with buzzing and 
sipping in the garden, one, more forward than his 
companions, made his way through the open win- 
dow, and with audacious impudence attempted to 
alight upon the lip of a lady, who was partially 
screened behind the snowy muslin curtains; a 
poet would say he mistook it for a rosebud. 

" That bee is determined to have a kiss from 
you, mother," said a sweet voice at the lady's 
side, " for this is the third time he has hovered 
about you. What a pity they sting so sharply, 
for they are very beautiful." 

" A bee seldom stings if not meddled with," 
returned the lady. 

" Just so, mamma ; it is those horrid wasps 
that do so, for yesterday as I was culling peas in 
the summer-house, one stung my neck, and see, 
it is blistered yet." 

" Ah I Lily, I fear there are more wasps than 
bees in the world — more people who love to leave 
the sting of an unkind word behind them than 
those who, by a generous action, either sip or 
scatter honey." 

" But," remarked the child, " we have many 
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kind friends ; there are Mrs. Lindley, Mrs. Nether- 
well, the Dean, Miss Augusta, William Lindley, 
and — and no more, I believe, mother." 

tC Yes, we have five friends in this large world, 
and it is a goodly number, considering there are 
those who have not even one ; but an evil wisher, 
or an enemy, is sometimes stronger than fifty 
friends. Hark ! here comes Louisa, poor girl ; 
it is very distressing to wear that thick veil over 
her face this hot day — bat concealement is neces- 
sary. Now she raises it ; look, Lily. If she had 
always that brilliant colour, how handsome she 
would be." 

As Florence ceased speaking, Miss Werter 
came up the garden, and stood outside the open 
window. 

"What is it?" asked Mrs. Werter, pausing at 
her needlework ; tC one would fancy by your 
appearance that you had come in for a legacy, or 
heard some wonderfully good news." 

"I have seen Augusta Armsby," answered 
Louisa. 

" Who must have received you kindly, that is 
evident — but Rosebud." 

VOL. i. o 
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« la still in Inland." 

" Surely something mora than merely looking 
upon the Granny's kind face must have happened, 

* 

or yon could not look thus," 

"How do I look?" 

" Beautiful and happy— entirely different from 
the sad, desponding being who left this roof not 
three hours since." 

"lam invited to a ball/' said Louisa; " but 
I shall not keep you longer in suspense, for I see 
Lily is dying to know all about it* Well, I was 
received by the Armsby's as yon have guessed, 
most cordially, and pressed to attend a party of 
unusual magnificence, which is given in honour 
of Major Somer's return, from India. He i» not 
to be married to the Hon. Jane Aloott, as was 
reported; but he has gained his majority. If I 
appear cheerful, it is the prospect of this amuse* 
ment that makes use so,, because it is a break in 
the monotony of my present existence. Miss 
Augusta says that you should accompany me, 
and thinks that two years and a half of mourning 
is quite enough for aeyone*" 
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" Indeed. Strange that she should think so ; 
but, come Id, Lotti, for tea id ready." 

Miss Werter entered the cottage, and they 
were soon seated round the window, to which the 
table was drawn, laden with honey, strawberries, 
and other fruit, the produce of their little garden. 

The fortitude of Mrs. Werter would hare been 
sorely taxed but for the kindness of Dean Nether- 
well, who, after placing her boy* in a respectable 
school in Ireland, thus ridding her of a dear, but 
heavy burden, he, with the assistance of his wife 
and Mrs. Liodley, had helped the persecuted lady 
into her present position. 

It was a matter of a week's conjecture, the last 
she had spent in Dundrum, where her next place 
of abode should be fixed. The widow longed once 
more to look upon the still beloved Lilymwmt, 
and wished for a residence some place near it ; 
but feared that this would be almost rushing into 
the presence of Fiteroy himself, until this dread 
was overruled by her friends, who believed it 
would be the least likely spot for him to seek 
her. This plan, seeming the most feasible, under 
an assumed name, and living in comptete seclu- 

2 
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sion, she at length adopted ; and day after day 
Mrs. Werter gazed upon the dear old home from 
the cottage window. 

Introductory letters she possessed in plenty to 
those who had become residents in the neighbour- 
hood since her bereavement, and to whom she 
was a stranger. Yet, fearing recognition, she 
used but two, the first to the new rector of the 
parish, and the second to a family of wealth and 
influence, who obtained for her as many pupils as 
her small apartments could accommodate — for it 
had been agreed with Dean Netherwell that a 
school would be more lucrative than needlework, 
so she struggled on more cheerfnl and secure than 
she had felt for a long time before, strictly pre- 
serving her incognito and avoiding all communi- 
cation with the outer world — for there were many, 
particularly those of the humbler class, who could 
not fail to remember the once prosperous lady of 
Lilymount, as those had termed her to whpm her 
benevolence had made her dear ; but it was almost 
impossible to recognize her under the name of 
Lee, veiled as she and Louisa always were when 
leaving the cottage. As for Lily, who had grown 
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wonderfully in those two years and a half, she 
would scarcely be remembered now by anyone 
about there. 

Sitting round the little table at the open win- 
dow, the trio looked content, if not happy. A 
hundred questions were put to Louisa about 
Augusta Armsby, Rosebud, and Julia. After a 
thoughtful pause, Lily said, demurely — 

" But, Louisa, you have not a dress handsome 
enough to go to Mrs. Armsby's ball, or ornaments 
fit to wear. How provoking. What shall be 
done ?" 

" You forget, Lily, my pink silk and the pearl 
necklet — the latter which Mrs. Netherwell pre- 
sented me with. It is not exactly fit for a ball- 
room ; however, I have no better. Indeed," 
added Miss Werter, pettishly, " I think Miss 
Armsby might have offered me some of her jewels 
for that night. She showed me some magnificent 
diamonds, which she said had not been used for 
the last twenty years, and have been newly set. 
How I longed to possess them, if for that night 
alone." 

" If you had expressed the wish," said Florence, 
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"lam flare the dear old Granny would have been 
happy to oblige yon." 

"Not she," returned Louisa; " neither could 
I ask such a favour. Obi this poverty! this 
miserable pinching and wanting I Thank heaven 
I have the pink dress, or I should not go at all/' 

"Louisa," said Mrs. Werter, sadly, "I have 
just been thinking that if Mr. Fitzroy chanced to 
be there— for he is friendly with Mr. Armsby — 
what an unhappy meeting it would be for us all. 
Oh ! Louisa. Might I beg — might I entreat you 
not to go to this ball, for my sake — for all our 
sakes ? We are living here so comfortable and 
quiet. Think of what wretchedness it would en- 
tail were he to discover our retreat" 

"Not go to the ball!" cried Louisa, "I had 
no idea you were so selfish ; but nothing shall 
interfere with my going, and were I in your place, 
I would marry Mr. Fitzroy at once, and so get rid 
of his attentions." 

" Oh I Louisa, Louisa," exclaimed Florence, 



turning pale, and trembling with agitation, " do 
not speak to me thus. I forbade it once before, 
when, coming in contact with poverty for the first 
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time, you urged me to pat another in your 
father's place ; but now I tell you that yon most 
never dare to do so again." 

" Dare/' repeated Louisa. 

"Yes. I said dare," replied Mrs. Werter, 
" and I say so still, for rather would I resign all 
on earth than wed him who has wroaght me so 
mnch mischief. Yon cannot be content with 
poverty; I can. Yon would give your hand 
where you could not love; I could not— heaven 
help me !— no, I could not do so. Oh ! Louisa, 
why do you not understand me better than to 
grieve me thus." 

She had began proudly, but ended in tears. 

" Cold-hearted girl," said Lily, looking angrily 
towards her sister ; then twining her arms round 
her mother's neck, murmured, " darling, do not 
weep. Oh I if you but knew, if you could but 
feel how much I love you*" 

" Pray excuse me," muttered Louisa, leaving 
the room ; " for it is you, I fear, who will not 
understand me* I acknowledge I hate poverty, 
and think it so degrading that— that, in fact, I 
would prefer wealth in *ny shape to privations 
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and misery ; and I think you must be indifferent 
to the comfort of your own children, by refusing 
to bestow your hand upon the man who has been 
generous in the offer of his own, through whom 
you would secure luxury to them, and, I believe, 
a kind husband to yourself." 

" You should have married Sir Winfred Winlow, 
then," cried Florence, passionately. 

" Sir Winfred Winlow 1" repeated the other, 
coldly. u So Dean Netherwell told you that. I 
am a young girl, and see no reason why I should 
be fettered by such a tie ; for he is old, besides 
there is another. Bat enough of this — were I a 
widow with three children, and your prospects, I 
should act differently." 

c< Louisa Werter," said Florence, u am I sa 
much older than you ? — but, as you say, enough of 
this, retire now , and when next you seek my pre* 
sence, remember that in your father's lifetime I 
was treated with respect" 

Mrs. Werter, growing gradually accustomed to 
Louisa's irritable temper — for the girl's love of ease 
interfered much with her present position, of 
which she grew more impatient every day — would 
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seldom resent any injustice at her hands ; bat an 
allusion to Mr. Fitzroy, in such terms as had now 
been broached, was always ended by an unpleasant 
scene of disagreement. And she stood gazing on 
the stately form in silent indignation, until the 
door closed after her ; then sinking on the chair, 
she flung her arms round Lily's neck, remaining 
still and quiet in her sorrow, until the little girl, 
finding that her mother did not weep, raised her 
head gently, and looking into her face, found it 
pale with sorrow and emotion. 

" Lily, would you also wish me to marry that 
man ?" she muttered. 

" Would I, mother !" she returned. " Oh ! I 
would rather starve, beg, freeze, die, than you 
should do that, because I know you are always 
unhappy when he is near you." 

" Well, dear," said the widow, and the look 
of sorrowful resignation upon her white face 
found its way even to that childish heart, " well, 
we must try to forget this — what has now passed 
-—and do what we can to make her appear as 
Colonel Werter's daughter should at this ball. 

One can scarcely blame her at not being satisfied 

o 5 
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with her present wardrobe, for she looks a very 
queen when well attired—poor Louisa." 

"Mamma," said Lily," she shall have the 
jewels from Miss Arm&by. Yes, she shall have 
them I am determined." 

"How child?" asked Mrs* Werter, almost 
smiling at the girl's earnestness. 

" 1 shall get them/ 9 was the reply* " I will 
ask Miss Augusta for them; I can go to her 
myself.' 9 

"Impossible, Lily; yon might be recognised 
by someone whom it would be wiser to avoid ; 
'tis true, your curls are hidden under a net, and 
that you are different to what you were in your 
father's life time ; but after all, those two miser- 
able years have not altered yon so materially that 
you could not be known, for, although yon have 
got tall, your face is almost the same, and you 
cannot change that*" 

" No, no, I cannot do that/' answered lily, 
laughing, a unless I dye it like a gipsy's ; but 
that woald not do, for Julia and the Armsbys 
would not know me then; Yet never fear, Louisa 
shall have the jewels," 
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A ring at the garden gate startled them, and 
Lily peeped through the muslin curtains to see 
who the intruders might be : it was past school 
hour, after which the tingling of the bell always 
caused a nervous dread to the inmates of the 
cottage* 

" Mother I" cried Lily, " mother ! it is the lady 
froitt Lilymount— the young lady with the grey 
hair ; there is Hatty, too— the wild fairy. Oh ! 
I am so glad." 

Mrs. Werter went to the window, and looked 
through the blind at the advancing figure. 

"Surely, surely/ 9 she said, eagerly, looking 
forward, " I— I have seen that fece before ; when 
or how, I know not. Yes, I have seen it— -not as 
it is now, but when it was happy, before that 
head was grey—some place. Strange that I can- 
not recall more perfectly what comes so mysteri- 
ously upon me now." 

After pausing to recover her self-possession, 
Mrs. Werter welcomed the stranger courteously, 
whot seeing Lily's beaming countenance, kissed 
her ; then turning to the widow, said— 

« Mrs. Lee, I preamno I am addwMing." 
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Mrs. Werter bowed, and Ella continued — 

" 1 know your little daughter already, you see : 
she is one in whom I take a lively interest — a 
noble girl, madam ; would that my Hatty were 
like her, but it is better for her as it is, for she 
shall suffer less through life, if it pleases God to 
spare her, because she cannot feel like Lily." 

" It is too soon to judge of either yet," replied 
Mrs. Werter, taking a seat opposite her visitor. 
" Is this little girl your only child ?" 

" Yes," replied Ella, " and my only happiness ; 
her name is Hatty Fairfield, and I wish to place 
her in your school, for she is running wild in Lily- 
mount, where my brother does his best to spoil 
her. It is her first entrance into the world, and I 
know she will receive all kindness here." 

" Of that you may rest assured, for I shall 
take her into my own care." 

"You are assisted by a daughter, I hear, 
madam/ 9 said Mrs. Fairfield ; " a step-child, of 



course. *' 



"Yes ; my late husband was a widower when I 
married him." 
" And you but a very young girl P added the 
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visitor, gazing admiringly upon the form before 
her. 

Arrangements were immediately entered into, 
and Hatty was placed at school for a certain time 
each day. 

" Your little girl seems wonderfully fond of 
flowers," remarked Ella, as she rose to depart. 
" See — she has the cowslips yet, which I gathered 
when I first saw her ; they are withered, of 
course, but still carefully preserved in that 
beautiful vase with its glass shade. Are cow- 
slips a particular favourite with you, sweet 
Lily ?" 

" Oh, no, madam. I love every flower, and 
could scarcely tell which the most;' 9 

" We all love flowers," added Florence ; " for 
is there not beauty in the commonest weed by the 
road side, as well as in the rarest exojic, which is 
reared with the tenderest care ? 'Tis true, one 
may be more attractive than the other ; but I 
think that God has sent the wild flowers to delight 
the poor, and the rest to please those who can 
afford their culture. Lily is a romantic little girl* 
for I actually caught her attempting to write some 
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verses when sbe found those cowslips withering, 
despite all her care, however; she is a capital 
housekeeper, as lony a* I keep a book from her 
reach, for, if she got the opportunity, she would 
certainly be a bine stocking." 

€€ If what you mean by a blue stocking,," re- 
turned Ella, " be a very learned woman who 
affects to be pedantic,, then, indeed, she would be 
spoiled by losing the softness and the very weak- 
mgs of her sax* for men would not love us if we 
needed not protection ; bnt I think Lily's heart 
ia more than a ballast for her head, and rich as 
her mind evidently is in natural genius, her affec- 
tions will be sure to claim the stronger part of 
her— it were a pity if sbe had not every means to 
cultivate the fine intellect with which God has 
endowed her, and which is visible in her intelli- 
gent countenance. Of coarse, she mixes with the 
pqpihi here, and must progress accordingly ; yet 
if she were* mino**-*" Sbe paused, and raised her 
eyes to the mother's face, then added, thought* 
fo%, " pardon me, madam. I had quite, for- 
gotten that we are yet almost strangers,, and you 
must thiuk it presumptuous of me to oflfcr an 
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opinion which would interfere in the culture of a 
mind and nature so beautiful as your child's ; bnt 
the interest I take in her must plead my 
excuse/' 

Mrs. Werter langhed as she replied: "Oh, 
madam, yon over-rate her abilities ; she is a use- 
ful little girl enough, bnt scarcely the clever one 
that yon imagine*" 

Thus Hatty Fairfield became a link in the 
mysterious chain which was weaving in the fate 
of Florence Werter; thus Fitzroy's vengeance 
wa* working oat its own ends and drawing closer 
to a. crisis nnforaeea by all. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 



THE JEWELS. 



"Lady, the best of wishes to your sex ; i 
Fair skins and new gowns." 

Tousnbbb. 



The shades of evening were gathering over the 
summer sky, when Lily, unmissed and alone; 
stole from the cottage and hastened over the 
green fields to Beech Grove, which was two miles 
distant even by the shortest path from her home, 
yet she was determined to obtain the jewels with 
which to decorate her sister for the ball, and 
could not rest until she told Miss Augusta] what 
Louisa wished for, so she tripped over the dewy 
meadows, singing as she went 

The little girl enjoyed her ramble vastly, and 
had she been old enough, she would have put her 
thoughts into words like this : 

" I love this scene, so still, so peaceful I never 
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yet came into the quiet country that I did not 
feel as though I heard the voice of angels singing* 
from the sweet blue sky. I know not how it is, 
but I could weep with very happiness when I am 
thus alone at evening in such a scene as this. 
Yet, mother would call me romantic, foolish, 
sentimental ; well, I suppose I must be so, and 
that I am very wrong ; would that I could be 
different and not feel the heart ready to burst 
within me when they speak so to me." 

But Lily was a child, and although feeling thus, 
could only feel and say nothing. However, she 
gave herself up to the enjoyment of the moment, 
and forgot that the shadows were coming over 
the sky, until the grey tints formed themselves 
into clouds, while here and there a bright star 
looked forth on the unconscious wanderer, who 
startled at length by the deepening twilight, 
hastened her steps, murmuring : " If mother saw 
me now, I am sure she would be angry." So 
the little maiden trotted breathlessly on, almost 
afraid to turn her head amid the waving grass 
and rustling trees. Terrified by the extreme 
loneliness of all around she ran in increasing 
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agitation, until having passed several meadows 
and by-paths, she fell, rather than sat, exhausted, 
on a rustic seat, near which dashed the rippling 
waters of a little brook, 

u OhI I knew I was foolish and wrong/' she 
exclaimed, wringing her hands while her eyes 
strove to pierce the distant shadows, "and, 
I fear/' she continued, looking about in be- 
wilderment, U I fear I have gone astray. 
This bank, where does it lead to ? Not to Beech 
Grove certainly, for I do not remember it. 
Bart I must find my way as best I can, and 
not be* such a timid little fool. How un- 
fortunate that I did not set out sooner; and 
how wicked not to have told mother." 

Lily pressed forward, but no human habitation 
came in view. She had missed her way ; for the 
short path she fancied she knew so well, and 
which she had before so often traversed from 
Iilymount, was completely grown over. The 
rude styles over which she had then mounted 
were either levelled to the ground or supplanted 
by hedges. She forgot that it was more than two 
years since she had come through those Adds, 
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and never calculated on the changes that had 
occurred. Finding oat her mistake when too 
late to rectify it, she ran she knew not whither, 
until she sank, again exhausted, by the road side, 
weeping, in horror of the dismal appearance of 
all that surrounded her* 

At. lengthy the howling of a dog, not far 
dislant, aroused her. It was the sound of 
life, and she strained her ears eagerly for 
the fierce tones that at another time she would 
have fled from. Again the bark and baying 
sounded nearer, and shortly a large dog faced 
her with a fierce growl; she rose to her feet 
wkh great joy, for in it she recognized Julia 
Arnisby's favourite, the ferocious bloodhound 
which had been let free of his chains at approach- 
ing nightfall; the animal sniffed at the little 
girl's feet, and looked uncertain whether to leap 
at her throat and tear her piecemeal, or turn away 
from such insignificant prey as unworthy of his 
notice ; but fortunately at this crisis she remem- 
bered his name, and pronounced it softly, stretch* 
ing her hand cautiously towards him. He ap~ 
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proached nearer, looking in her face, bat showing- 
no sign of friendliness until she said — 

u Julia ; where is Julia ?" 

It was extreme terror that brought the words 
to the child's lips, in the almost forlorn hope that 
the animal would recognise the name of his mis- 
tress, to whom he was so faithfully attached ; and 
she was not disappointed, for Carlo wagged hia 
tail intelligently, and taking the hem of her dress 
between his teeth pulled her over the green bank 
against which she leaned, then through a small 
gateway, and into the open fields once more. 

She knew not where the dog meant to bring 
her, but to get loose from him would be impos- 
sible, and dangerous to attempt ; so summoning 
up all her courage, she followed her canine guide 
in silence until they came to a standstill by a low 
wall, which impeded their progress; here the 
animal loosened his hold, and leaping on the top 
looked back as if inviting Lily to follow his ex- 
ample, but faint and weary she was unable to 
make the effort, and sank half-unconscious on the 
spot where she stood. Then she heard a heavy 
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bound from the wall, a rash towards her, she felt 
Carlo's tongue upon her cheek, and expected to 
be devoured by the terrible animal, but the faith- 
ful fellow only licked her face, and whined as if 
in sympathy ; then his loud and continued bark- 
ing brought the gatekeeper to Lily's side, and 
soon afterwards she found herself standing at the 
great door of the house. 

" Can I see Miss Armsby ?" she asked, as it 
slowly opened. 

Before the man could reply Julia passed * along 
the passage with her mother. 

"Julia, dearest Julia," cried Lily, rushing 
forward to clasp her in her arms, " do you not 
know meP Lily — Lily Werter — your little play- 
mate, the friend who loved you, who loves you 
yet, my Julia." 

But Julia turned with a scared look, and clung 
closer to her mother, resisting every endearment 
of the other. 

"My dear/' said Mrs. Armsby, kissing Lily 
kindly, and endeavouring by her friendliness to 
make up for her daughter's coldness, " is it pos- 
sible that it is you ? What has brought you here 
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at this hoar ? Is your mother or Louisa 111 tbat 
you have ventured thus alone P n 

" Oh t no/' returned the child, shrinking back, 
disappointed at Julia's reception. "All well, 
thanks. I only came to ask for the jewels, and 
nothing else." 

"The jewels,* said Mrs. Armsby; "wfcat 
jewels, little one ?" 

" From Miss Augusta," she returned, shortly. 
Then turning, she clasped her hands, exclaiming, 
" Oh ! Julia, how could you forget me P how could 
you forget me ?" 

She burst into tears, and Mr*. Armsby, pained 
and grieved at anything that brought her child's 
affliction before the eyes of strangers, glanced 
towards the door; but the gatekeeper had in- 
stinctively withdrawn, and the footman passed 
them with averted eyes. 

Miss Armsby hearing an unusual commotio** 
in the hall, came out, and in a second Lily was 
clasped to her kind heart ; two years of suffering 
and sorrow had not changed the little girl so 
materially that a generous nature like the Granny's 
could fail to remember her, although she bad 
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grown taller, paler, and thinner, and the young 
face wore an expression of thonghtfulness very 
different to that which the good old lady had 
often recalled to mind as a perfect picture of a 
beautiful and happy child. She drew her into 
the parlour, while Mrs. Armsby took Julia to tor 
bedroom. 

" My dear/' said Miss Augusta, stroking the 
small head which was bowed upon her lap, " my 
dear, what has brought you here so late and 
alone 9 How did you make your way thither, 
and for what purpose ?" 

" I was very wrong, very wrong to oome alt 
this way without mother's knowledge; but I have 
been well punished, and only for good old Carlo 
might have remained in the fields ail nightj 
which I would like well enough if I were not 
.afraid, but it was so strange* that I felt I should 
die of fright until Carlo came and brought .nue 
lieie." 

" But what did you came for, sweet one?" 

" For the jewels. Oh ! I forgot thai you do 
not know what 1 want with them 4 they are for 
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Louisa. Pray excuse me, Miss Augusta, for not 
explaining before." 

" Do not call me so/ 9 said the lady, placing 
her hand playfully upon the rosy l?ps of the 
ohild ; " you must say € Granny ' when you 
address me ; for you are one of my favourites, 
and they all call me so. The jewels are for 
Louisa. What jewels, dear ?" 

" Tours, Granny. " 

And. Lily went on to explain that she wanted 
a loan of the diamonds which had been shown 
her sister that morning, and which she wished 
to wear at the ensuing ball given for Major 
Somen. 

" And she shall have them, child ; but now 
you must take some supper. Well, to be sure," 
she thought, while busy with the cake and coffee 
that she began to prepare for Lily, " to be sure, 
what a good little being it is to have so much 
thought for another, and never care a pin at 
what she has suffered this night, travelling over 
those lonely fields, and frightened to death by 
Carlo. Well, well, 'there are a great many 
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good people in the world after all. Ah ! Harry 
Ormond, why do those feelings, which come upon 
my heart like a vision of my youth, bring me 
nearer to you even in my age. It is strange 
that every time I do a kind action yon stand 
before me as when I loved to look upon you long 
ago. Ah ! Harry, Harry, why did we not come 
together? you and I; but it was my fault, and 
God's will be done." 

How long the ancient maiden would have 
continued her reminiscence of the past it is im- 
possible to say, had not she been recalled by 
Lily, who, with a cry as of one in pain, had 
started to her feet, and stood with staring eyes 
riveted on a figure in the doorway. Miss Armsby 
followed the child's gaze, and saw Mr. Fitzroy, 
who, with a hasty apology for intruding through 
mistake, bowed, and returned without a word. 
Miss Armsby summoned a servant, from whom 
she heard that the gentleman had called on 
business to Mr. Armsby. 



vol. i« 
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CHAPTER XXm. 



THE BALL* 



" Since firrf my eyei beheld yen, in my heart 

Yon have been only king." 

Item 



Pbepabations are going forward for the com- 
pletion of a fete given in honour of Major Somen 9 
return to his native land, from which he had long 
been absent It is to be of unusual magni- 
ficence, and will occupy a large paragraph in the 
« Morning Post" We must, however, leave the 
tradespeople at work at Beechgrove, and return 
to the inhabitants of Lilymount 

Having placed Hatty at school, Mrs. Fairfield 
became a constant visitor of " Mrs. Lee/' for by 
that name Florence had introduced herself. A 
sincere friendship soon sprang up between them, 
but no inducements could prevail to have those 
visits returned, and Ella began to suspect that the 
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young widow was not really what she professed 
to be — an humble schoolmistress —but a person 
reduced from the highest rank of society, and who 
was in some manner originally connected with 
Lilymount 

Believing the subject would be disagree* 
able, she desisted from her invitations, content- 
ing herself with the formal calls of Louisa, and 
iven these were of rare occurrence. With Lily 
alone there appeared to be a free intercourse, 
and, if the truth must be told, she was the best 
beloved of all the family by Ella, who admired 
Mrs. Lee as a beautiful and brilliant woman, bat 
as one, by investing herself in mystery, lost her 
principal attraction ; for truthfulness was a merit 
of no mean order with Mrs. Fairfield, which, 
linked with Lily's winning graces, had enhanced 
the charm of her truly refined and poetic nature. 
Striking a sympathetic chord in the heart of the 
unhappy inmate of Lilymount, she delighted in 
the society of the little girl, who had thus 
frequent opportunities of spending an evening 
in her old home, and Ella particularly remarked 

p 2 
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the varying colour of her countenance when 
any allusion was made to its former inhabi- 
tants. 

Frederick Norcott also became as intimate 
with the interesting family at Woodbine as his 
residence in the metropolis would admit of; and 
in the long summer evenings his walks were ex- 
tended to the suburbs, where he was welcomed 
with cordial affection and delight Florence soon 
learned to esteem him, not only for his intel- 
lectual endowments, courteous manners, and 
handsome person, but for his untiring devotion 
to his sister, in the anticipation of whose wants 
and wishes appeared the dearest object of his 
existence. But although she admired him for 
these qualities she would have shrunk from him 
had she known that an unfortunate infatuation 
of the drunkard had fastened its fangs upon him 
almost from boyhood, and, deeply as he loved 
his sister, her influence had no more control over 
him than a single drop of oil on a troubled ocean. 
Accustomed as Mrs. Fairfield was to see the being 
jshe had prized most dearly from infancy debased 
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in life's fall prime to the level of a brute, her 
grief at his fatal weakness never lost its poig- 
nancy, but rather deepened from its frequent 
recurrence. 

Believing at the time that he laboured under 
intoxication, Ella soon forgot her brother's ex- 
traordinary behaviour when he dashed the phial 
from her hand, the evening on which she had 
asked him to admire her improvements in their 

new home. 

Jealous of the affection which had grown with 
her growth, Ella Fairfield screened, as best she 
could, from mortal eyes the miserable weakness 
of which she felt so much ashamed ; because she 
was bound to Frederick not only by sisterly love, 
but by chains of gratitude. 

Left an orphan at an early age, he endeavoured 
to supply the want of father and mother, until, 
incapacitated by habitual drink, he became a sorry 
companion to his sprightly young sister, whose 
ill-advised marriage broke the only link that held 
him in society, and drove him an outcast from his 
home. 

His father's sister and her husband possess- 
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ing no offspring themselves, would gladly have 
recalled the unfortunate young man, but, without 
Ella, he spurned all their efforts, and treated 
their affection with scorn, until, almost broken- 
hearted at the loss of those who were so dear to 
them, the childless relatives left the country, 
and endeavoured to forget their sorrow in change 
and travel. 

The night of Mrs. Armsby's ball arrived at 
last, and the festive halls were brilliant in the 
extreme, various suites of apartments being 
lighted up with dazzling splendour, reflected on 
every side by gilded mirrors. The fragrant 
flowers, festooned in wreaths upon the richly 
tapestried walls, the waxen floors and velvet 
couches, the cool shades of the conservatory, 
were all perfection in their way, and the hostess 
looked around with an air of satisfaction as her 
guests began to assemble. 

Contrary to the expectation of the family, the 
festive scene was graced with the presence of the 
blooming Eosebud, who, on hearing of Major 
Somers' return, and the honour her sister in- 
tended doing her husband's friend by throwing 
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open her mansion to the fashionable world, 
hastened home to be one of the first to greet 
and welcome him. This could scarcely be 
agreeable to Louisa, although the tiny spinster 
received her most cordially, and endeavoured to 
make amends for her ill-natured slight at Lady 
Alcott's " at home," respecting which she 
thought it prudent to be silent, as Miss Augusta 
would certainly have found fault with such 
conduct 

Major Somers, as a matter of course, was the 
lion of the night, and his arrival was looked 
forward to impatiently by all, not only by the 
rich dowagers who had marriageable daughters 
to dispose ofj but by the fair candidates them* 
selves, who, having heard much of this fascinat- 
ing individual, were on the qui vive of expect- 
ation ; while Rosebud fluttered about in a very 
buz of delighted excitement, decked in laces and 
feathers, fragile and sylph-like, wanting only the 
gossamer wings to personate a spirit of the air. 
lime had not spared the sweet floweret on this 
occasion, and despite all the art of fashion, the 
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scrupulous care of Granny and the waiting maid r 
they could not cover or fill in the wrinkles that 
were horribly visible on her pearly cheeks ; yet 
she flaunted and simpered youthfully about, 
tripping here and there like an enchanting fairy. 

Louisa, who had turned a deaf ear to every 
entreaty of Florence, and who had made light of 
Lily's meeting Fitzroy under this same roof; 
Louisa, the beautiful, but cold-hearted daughter 
of Colonel Werter, looked dazzlingly bright on 
this particular occasion, in her pink silk and 
diamonds, while her black hair, arranged under 
Florence's fancy, was never more becoming ; and 
more than all, the flush of excitement on her fair 
cheeks lent a brilliancy to her beauty that she 
did not naturally possess. She sat beside Miss 
Augusta, who this night was very charming for an 
old lady. She smiles and chatters, delighted to 
witness the young people's happiness; her kind, 
blue eyes dance when the joyous laughter of some 
gay girl meets her ear. Yes, the Granny is charm- 
ing in her snowy cap and gray silk dress, made 
so comfortably up to her dear old throat, where- 
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it is finished by a neat lace collar, and her cerise 
shawl thrown over her ample shoulders in such a 
homely manner. 

Even Louisa thought her the dearest old lady 
in the world ; and when her eyes fell upon the 
glittering jewels on her own person, she could 
have kissed her in gratitude for her generosity ; 
yet, as the guests grew numerous in the brilliant 
saloons, she forgot everything in the nervous tre- 
pidation of again meeting Major Somers. She 
had furtively watched the door, dreading that his 
form would rise before her, yet longing for a look 
of recognition, and . to feel her hand once more 
within his clasp. 

As she conjured up the vision of this hap- 
piness she almost thought it too great to bear, 
and felt that she should run from the room 
in terror. But, hark ! he comes at last. His 
name is breathed beside her ; the crowd parts, 
and he is before her. She dares not look up, for 
a feeling of faintness seizes her, and she grows 
ghastly pale. A soft hand is laid upon her own * 
she starts with a stifled scream, but it is the 

p 5 
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Granny's, whose voice in kind concern asks if she 
were ill. Louisa makes a violent effort at self- 
control, and assures her that she is quite well, 
and now she looks again in the direction where 
she felt rather than saw that he was still. 

Yes, it was really he ; the same noble looking 
soldier, handsomer and more fascinating than 
ever. But there is another person, one who leans 
loving and confidingly upon his arm, a lovely 
girl, radiant in happiness, and calling him 
Audley— a gay, laughing being, a creature of 
light and gladness, upon whose brow a shade of 
sorrow had never yet intruded. 

4 ' Was this Jane Alcott his bride elect ?" thought 
pooT Louisa, turning whiter still as the question 
formed itself within her mind. 

Introductions, or as Louisa thinks congratula- 
tions, are thronging round them, she bows grace- 
fully, and receives every set speech of those about 
her with polite carelessness. At length he turns 
away, and they move down the bright vista until 
they are lost to the aching sight of the jealous 
watcher. 
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"My dear," said the Granny, "that lady is 
Msgor Somers' only sister ; she has just made her 
debut j and is the reigning belle of the season. " 

Was it an angel that breathed the words into 
her ear ? Yes, surely the good old lady was an 
angel for onoe in her life. 

A look of gratitude was the only answer Louisa 
ooiuld make. She felt that if her secret had been 
guessed by her companion it would be in safe 
keeping. When she recovered her habitual self 
possession she began to examine the guests more 
minutely, and was surprised to see Sir Winfred 
Winlow amongst them. 

"He is a new acquaintance of Mr. Armsby," 
said Miss Augusta, in answer to Miss Werter's 
enquiry, " and is a most delightful person. I 
suspect we are indebted to you for the pleasure 
of his society to-night ; you met him frequently 
at Mrs. NetherwelTs ?" 

" Yes, he was a friend of the Dean's/' replied 
Louisa, shortly. 

Dancing commenced, but Major Somers sought 
her not, although she was surrounded by gentle- 
men soliciting her hand for the quadrille then 
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forming, through which she moved mechanically, 
until Bhe found herself standing opposite to Miss 
Somers, whose gaze was riveted upon her. She 
returned the scrutiny, and the other smiled ; hut 
when the set was ended, Louisa resumed her place 
beside Miss Augusta, almost repellant in her 
coldness. 

44 Audley," said RettieSomers,"yonderisalady, 
very beautiful, but so like a statue that I fear she 
has as little heart as the marble from which the 
sculptor chisels so much perfection." 

"Yes, near the window," returned the Major, 
smiling; " but you are mistaken relative to heart, 
for she is all soul and sentiment Yes, a very 
lovely person truly." 

" Folly, A udley. That is Rosebud who is a 
ridiculous little creature; but she I mean is sitting 
beside a sweet old lady just at the door of the 
conservatory, dressed in pink, which suits her style 
exactly, and from the recollection of a likeness 
you once showed me of Miss Werter, I believe it 
to be herself." 

u It is so," replied her brother, " and I am glad 
to find my pencil as faithful as your memory, for 
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she is the most classically beautiful creature I 
have ever beheld; but still you are mistaken as to 
heart, for she has plenty of it" 

"Yes," said Rettie, "for herself." 

"Ill natured critic," returned Audley, "what 
a wicked reader of character you have become al- 
ready." 

" Oh ! Audley, I should never like my sister if 
Louisa Werter were to be your wife." 

" Child, child," answered Audley, " what has 
given birth to such a thought P Surely if a young 
man sketches a very fine head, and places it in 
his portfolio, among what he considers to be his 
best specimens of art, it is no proof that he is in 
love with the original, still less that he means to 
marry her." 

Miss Somers could not reply, for on the mo- 
ment George Travers, a gentleman more favoured 
than any other of her admirers, claimed her hand 
for the next dance. 

And Audley, gazing after her with brotherly 
pride, made his way towards the conservatory 
with the intention of addressing Miss Werter, 
but turned aside on finding her engaged in con- 
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venation with the ancient baronet, Sir Winfred 
Winlow, who was not only famous for his wealth, 
but for a fascination lacked by younger men* 
Both combined rendered him an attractive prize 
to the waning luminaries of fashion, who envied 
the young girl the admiration he lavished upon 
her. 

Audley, disappointed in his design of speak- 
ing to Louisa, joined Rosebud, who, seeing 
the advance of the dangerons foe, made sure 
that her weapons were primed for a volley of 
witchery and fascination; accordingly, shaking 
out her corkscrew curls, and raising her jewelled 
fan, she retired into bashful timidity, drooping 
her eyes tremulously beneath his gaze, while her 
lip quivered in approbation of his conversation, 
and her heart throbbed as she simpered in de- 
lighted confusion when he addressed her, which 
die imagined he did with peculiar tenderness. 
But soon, weary of the Rosebud and her powers, 
be looked round in search of his sister, who had 
just eeased dancing. 

" Where will you rest ?" asked Bettie's partner, 
as he was about to lead her to a seat 
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" In the conservatory/' she answered, " it is so 
delightfully cool ; besides, I want to see a flower 
there in which I take an interest/' . 

They passed on, and Louisa, still chatting with 
the titled beau, did not appear to notice them, 
while Sir Winfred, enchanted by her attention, 
launched into a florid description of his Indian 
life and travels round the world, which, fluent 
and interesting as they were, fell unheeded upon 
the ears that listened for another's voice. 

Miss Armsby, who had overheard the playful 
reply of Miss Somers, which she construed into a 
challenge for an introduction to her companion, 
kid her hand* on Miss Werter's arm, and while 
bowing an apology to the Baronet, said she should 
accompany her to the conservatory. 

" My dear," said the Granny, " I verily believe 
before this night is over you will have a proposal 
from that gentleman. If you accept him he will 
make you not only the most fashionable, but the 
most envied lady in all London/ 9 

" Impossible, madam," returned Louisa. "Who 
could envy the bride of that old dotard." 

"You must be very superficial," remarked 
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Augusta, " if you cannot detect the refinement 
of a noble heart beneath the frank manner of him 
yon call dotard. I assure you, Miss Werter, there 
are many ladies in this assembly who would deem 
themselves honoured by the attention you have 
treated so cavalierly this evening ; but you may 
be Lady Winlow for all your indifference, and 
such is generally the end of a young lady's first 
impression if it be unfavourable." 

Miss Werter, while shuddering at the idea of 
such a catastrophe for herself, regretted her im- 
portunities regarding Mr. Fitzroy, to one whom 
she secretly acknowledged to be her superior, not 
only in beauty, but in mental powers, and vowed 
never again to speak to Florence of a marriage 
which must be so repugnant to her feelings. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 



THE MINIATURE. 



" Yon axe falsa 
To the good thought I held of jou." 

Wbbsthb. 



€t Is not this a lovely blossom ?" said a silvery 
voice, as a soft touch pressed her elbow. 

Louisa turned, and the smiling face of Rettie 
Somers bowed before her. 

" Excuse me/' she added, blushing/ " I mis- 
took you for my partner, who, I think, must have 
deserted me. No, here he is ; but as we are all 
supposed to know each other in a friendly assem- 
bly like the present, I shall take the liberty of 
introducing myselfi You, madam," she said, 
bowing to Miss Armsby, "know me a little 
already.'* 

There was a mischievous twinkle in the blue 
eyes of the merry girl, which told that the mis- 
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take was a hoax — for Rettie was deeply interested 
in any acquaintance of her brother's, and took this 
means of knowing Louisa. 

The old lady received her cordially, and Miss 
Werter was formally introduced to Audley's sister. 

" I should like on ice/ 9 said Miss Somers? 
sighing with fatigue after they had looked at all 
the flowers, " if Mr. Travers would be so kind as 
to procure one." 

Haying thus relieved herself of the gentleman's 
escort, she asked Miss Armsby if she could spare 
Miss Werter for a ramble with her in the garden, 
at which the good woman reooiled in horror. 

" What ! my dear/' she answered, a out of these 
heated rooms and into the night air with such a 
dress ! No, no, it must not be thought of. 9 ' 

" We shall ran to the cloak-room and muffle 
well," replied Bettie. 

And without waiting further remonstrance, she 
passed her hand into Louisa's arm, leading her 
through a door at the end of the conservatory, 
and flew for their opera-mantles. The next 
moment they were sallying arm in arm beneath 
the calm moonlight. 
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Betide was a fascinating creature, fresh, trust- 
ing, and sincere ; a child in innocence and mirth ; 
a woman in affection and unselfish devotion, look- 
ing on the glitter of society almost as an infant 
would upon a gilded toy, never dreaming of its- 
little worth. 

She had brought Miss Werter into the retire- 
ment of the garden to contrive a meeting which 
she knew would gratify her brother. So they 
strolled along, while Louisa, who was hoping, 
dreading, and longing to see him, felt that she 
should run away from the very happiness she 
coveted. She wondered what could have inspired 
his sister with so much friendliness, and drew a 
conclusion favourable to her own charms as a 
solution of the mystery. 

Glancing quickly every moment over her 
shoulder to see if he were following, Bettie in- 
wardly vowed that her lover should not be so 
tardy under the penalty of instant dismissal ; but 
then was Andley a lover? She hoped not on the pre- 
sent occasion ; yet, when a man loves, she thought, 
how cautious he is never to bring the dear one 
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under the notice of strangers ; how chary he be- 
comes of his very looks. 

While these thoughts ran through Bettie's 
brain! she remained sadly silent, Louisa following 
her example, while her heart grew sick with doubt 
and uneasiness. 

Audley, unable to find his sister in the ball- 
room, was directed to the garden, where he found 
her with one arm twined in that of Miss Werter's, 
standing to watch the moonlight playing upon 
the waters of a little brook. He had walked upon 
the grass, and they did not hear his footsteps, or 
know of his presence until he stood beside them, 
while he could not refrain from pausing to admire 
both the statuesque figures, which he at once set 
down as night and morning, to be sketched at 
some future period. 

Rettie, the fresh, warm-hearted girl, would 
make a beautiful aurora; and Louisa— no — he 
was not quite certain that she would be so good 
a model, for she wanted the dreamy softness of 
night 

u How very romantic," he said, gaily. 
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The girls turned quickly, Louisa deadly pale 
and trembling visibly, while Bettie crimsoned 
with surprise at the careless voice and greeting of 
her brother. 

" It is long since we have met/ 9 resumed Aud- 
ley, clasping Miss Werter's hand, and turning to 
gaze upon the features he had so long admired, 
which, for a second, were radiant with a beautiful 
expression; but, as he again -turned away his 
eyes, the light faded out of hers. 

" It is long since we have met." The words 
were tender in themselves, and might convey a 
volume of meaning if spoken by one whose heart 
was in their sound ; but uttered as they were now, 
they struck a knell of despair into the breast of 
her who loved so well, even without the slightest 
proof of its return, hoping against hope, and 
trusting despite all reason. Yes, it was long 
since they had met — better that it had never been. 
Was this the meeting the proud girl had looked 
forward to, the anticipation of which had cheered 
her labours in her cottage home, had beckoned 
her on to happiness and an independant position ? 
Alas ! her day-dreams vanished like dew drops 
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swept from off a flower, and when she looked 
again upon the soldier's face, she felt the last 
remnant of her hopes were blasted by the gaze. 
Yet it was a noble face, one where truth and 
hononr were brightly stamped, a face on which 
the kindness of a woman's heart straggled for the 
mastery over a manly mind; but love was not there, 

u How is your sweet little sister Lily ?" was 
the Major's first question ; while Louisa, summon- 
ing pride and self-possession to her aid, quelled 
the conflicting emotions of her bosom, and 
answered carelessly, succeeding in mystifying the 
simple Bettie, who, a minute before her reply, 
believed the cold stranger to be desperately 
enamoured of her brother ; but whom she now 
thought was as indifferent to him as he was to 
her. She came to the conclusion, therefore, that 
after all, she did not make so bad a physiogno- 
mist 

u This evening,'* resumed Audley, lowering his 
voice so that it could only reach Louisa. " This 
evening recalls to my mind another such, in this 
very garden, and in this very presence — it is a 
memory that can never fade from my heart.*' 
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Miss Werter took no notice, either of the tone 
or words of this remark, but laughed at a gay 
sally of Rettie's. And shortly after they returned 
to the ball-room, where they found the company 
pairing off to the supper tabla 

It was no fault of Audley's if a beautiful girl 
had given her love to him unsought ; he cared not 
for it, knew not of it, and would have regretted 
the fact if he did. So Louisa stifled every throb 
that would have brought moisture to her eye, or 
a flush to her cheek, and conversed with him as 
calmly as to a stranger. Yet it was a hard task 
to be in torture and seem so gay, to tear from h6r 
heart the thought that had illumined her path, 
that cheered her solitude, that until now was the 
one hope of her existence ; to feel that she had 

been rearing up a fabric of her own imagination, 

< 

which now crumbled to the dust. Her brain was 
almost racked to madness, until at last she turned 
from the supper table, and her eyes fell upon Sir 
Winfred Win low. 

The Baronet joined her in a second, noticing 
that he was welcomed with a smile, and that she 
made a gesture of relief at his presence. So, 
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bowing to Audley, she accepted his proffered arm, 
and moved haughtily away. 

Major Somers gazed after the proud girl in be- 
wilderment. Why had she so summarily dis- 
missed him, her old friend ? How had he given 
her offence? Would he follow and address her 
again ? But as he compounded those questions 
in his mind, a soft hand stole into his, and Bet- 
tie's voice whispered — 

" Dear Audley, I am weary ; will you return 
home with me soon ?" 

" What 1" said Audley, turning to gaze upon 
his pleading companion ; " what ! is the sprightly 
Eettie tired of her second ball at the early hour 
of three ? M 

However, forgetting everything in anxiety 
about his sister, who really looked pale and 
fatigued, he drew her arm tenderly within his 
own, and left the brilliant scene. 

" Audley," said Kettie, as he tucked the rugs 
about her feet, and the carriage started swiftly 
homewards, " Audley, I am relieved of a weight 
that lay heavy upon my heart all the early part 
of this night. Do not smile, for I am more 
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thoughtful than you fancy; and I rejoice that 
you are so indifferent to that beautiful statue a* 
I now believe yon to be." 

" Still harping on the old subject of the like- 
ness," laughed the Major ; " but shall I show you 
a more beautiful picture still P w 

" Yes/' she answered, " provided it be not my 
own face in a looking-glass." 

€i Oh, vanity of vanities," returned AwUey, 
gazing fondly on the sweet countenance before 
him. "No, Rettie, not your features, though 
they are very lovely ; but a miniature of one rich 
in every charm except gold." 

"Do you think wealth a charm, then ? " 

41 Yea ; why not, my father does." 

"Poor papa," said Bettie. "If every one 
valued it aa little, there would be more happiness 
in the world, I think. But the likeness, Andiey, 
is it of a stranger, and shall I ever see the original?" 

rt Perhaps yes; perhaps no." 

" That is vague, indeed ; but you are sad now, 
dear brother, and so pale." 

" Well, I shall laugh again to please you." 

" No, that is a forced smile, and I do not like 

VOL. l Q 
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it; there is something about that picture to make 

you sad." 

" Yes, Bettie, because it is so vague." 

«< Which ? The picture ? " 

€i You shall know all when you see it, dear." 

" But when shall that be ? " 

" When ? I do not know. Perhaps to-morrow." 

" No, to-night, Audley, else I could not rest. 
But here we are at home. I am so glad." 

She flew up the staircase, and taking a silver 
lamp from the maid's hand, dismissed the girl, 
and drew the bolt of her chamber door. 

" Poor Audley," she thought, " I knew he had 
some secret sorrow, yet what can it be. If he 
loves, why should it be sorrow ? Surely, to him 
it must be a glory and a joy, for he could never 
love in vain. What is it — who is it? Thank 
heaven, not that frigid beauty of to-night's ball- 
room. Who is it ? I must see the picture this 
night. Now ; this instant." She was advancing 
to the door, when, suddenly stopping, she ex- 
claimed aloud, u Oh ! I understand his sorrow now. 
I had forgotten his betrothal to Jane Alcott." 

She listened in the corridor, where all was 



LOVE OB HATRED. 330 

still as death ; then shading the lamp, lest she 
should disturb her parent, whose apartment she 
had to pass, made her way to her brother's. The 
door was fast, bnt not locked ; so she tapped, and 
not receiving a reply, went in quietly, 

Audley's head was bowed on his hand, while 
the other rested on a table, near which he sat 
holding an ivory case richly set in jewels ; his 
eyes were riveted upon it so intently that he did 
not perceive his sister until she leaned over him, 
not to look upon the case, for she placed her hand 
between it and her sight, but 'to press her lips 
upon his forehead, thus silently assuring him of 
her sympathy. 

He started, while shutting the clasp hastily, 
then smiled, and drawing Bettie to a seat beside 
him, placed it in her hand, which trembled as she 
unfastened the spring. Was it a face that she had 
ever seen before ? or was it a stranger's ? It 
opened slowly, her eyes turned upon the features, 
and an exclamation escaped her lips — not of recog- 
nition, but of surprise at so much loveliness ; for 
soft violet eyes, fringed with gold, are looking 
out on hers ; braids of light brown hair are coiled 
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in luxuriance round a small head, and a lily hand, 
partially hidden in the folds of a black dress, 
reveals what she believes to be her brother's sor- 
row, as pointing to a golden circle on the finger 
most prominent, Bettie murmured sadly and 
reproachfully " married." 

" Yes, Bettie," returned her brother, reading 
the thought that had passed through her mind, 
" was married, but when so, no feeling except 
admiration and respect had ever entered into my 
heart ; she is free now, and, and—" 

" A widow/' added Bettie. " So young. Oh f 
never did I see anything so truly beautiful as this 
face. You knew her before her husband's death, 
you say,'* 

" I did not say so, although I may answer you 
in rather a complicated fashion by ayes and a no, 
which means that I knew her then, but only by 
appearance ; since that event, however, we have 
met too frequently for my happiness." 

" She must return your devotion ; what woman 
could not?" 

" Sweet flatterer, you forget my Honourable 
Jane Aloott" 
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u Father will release you from that engage- 
ment." 

" He could not even if he would," retained the 
soldier, while a shadow fleeted over his hrow lite 
a dood on the samxner sky. " And now, Rettie, 
that your cariosity has been gratified by a peep 
at my picture, you must retire, because yon look 
more jaded than ever, and George Trovers will be 
calling me to account for the roees he shall miss 
to-morrow." 

" indeed, I do feel tired/' said Bettie, while 
the blushes on her cheeks belied for an instant 
her words* "But, ah ! Audley, how can I sleep 
when yon are thus— does not this dishevelled 
hair and burning brow betray a mind but ill at 
ease." 

"I am agitated and unhappy," he answered, 
" which you cannot lessen or amend, so think no 
more about me, dear sfctec, but jgo to your room, 
and may the pure dreams that visit year pillow 
be realized in a true and hopeful love— one kiss, 
rad now good-night.^ 

" I cannot leave yon yet," she murmured, *teQ 
me more aJ^t1iie|rw5tum, where did you get ii? 



» 
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" It is a sketch from memory, painted by my 
own hand, and sadly deficient in expression and 
colouring; yon may see the original some day, and 
judge for yourself." 

" Shall see her, Audley, you mean," said Rettie. 
" For how could one so dear to you remain long 
unknown to me." 

" Perhaps," he answered ; "but go now, and let 
no thought of me disturb your slumbers. God 
bless you, Rettie. Good-night." 

If Louisa had got a glimpse of that jewelled 
miniature, she would have found it in her heart 
to wish that the lovely head on which she gazed, 
when she returned from the ball, could never 
again rise with life from the pillow on which it 
lay so quietly. 

It was daybreak, and Miss Werter stood a 
second before she awoke her sleeping step-mother, 
then placing her hand on the coverlit, said — 

" I have some news to tell you, wake up, such 

news." 

In an instant Mrs. Werter was sitting up in 
the bed, looking at Louisa's excited features in 
amazement €t I trust the news is good," she said. 



LOVE OB HATRED. 343 

" Yes," answered the girl, with a wild look in 
her eyes, "good and brilliant Oh ! so good and 
brilliant. Ha ! ha ! " 

" What is it?" asked Florence, " Major Somers 
perhaps has — 9 " 

" No, no ; not that, not that/' almost screamed 
Louisa. " Bat I am to be married in a week. 
How funny." 

" Are you mad/ 9 said Florence, dressing and 
rising hastily. " Married, and hot to him ? " 

" No, not to him ; not to Audley Somers, whom 
I never cared for. No; I will be a titled lady 
when I marry. Ha ! ha ! how fine, how brilliant, 
how fashionable. 9 ' She laughed strangely as she 
spoke, and Florence started to her feet to catch 
her as she was falling on the floor in violent 
hysterics. The noise awakened Lily, who, weep- 
ing in terror, flew thither and thither, for what- 
ever her mother called for, until Miss Werter, 
pale and exhausted, lay calmly on her humble 
pallet. 

It was about the same moment that Miss Somers 
fastened the clasp of the miniature, and returned 
it to her brother, who, with a silent blessing on 
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the features looking from the ivory, tamed to 
breathe the last good-night to hie gentle com- 
panion. The jewelled case contained the likeness 
of Florence Werter. 
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